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HE “News” sometimes, in endeavoring to be upright, leans 
backwards; in struggling to be independent, occasionally 
becomes intolerant. Just now it has a fad for being 

dignified and large-minded, and is discussing whether it is 
possible to love our neighbors as ourselves. For instance: 
“As we question the wisdom of deporting the engineers, so 
we doubt the advantage of confining the British preference 
to goods imported at Canadian seaports.” 

As to deporting the engineers hired by the G.T.P. to 
supervise the construction of thousands of miles of road for 
which Canada is paying or pledging her credit, there can 
be no doubt. They were hired in contempt of Canadian 
engineers who are equally as acceptable the world over at con- 
struction work as those engaged. If Canadian engineers 
were engaged by private concerns to work in the United 
States, as soon as the fact was discovered they would be 
deported, and Canadians will continue to be deported under 
the same circumstances until we play the same game, un- 
friendly and irritating as that game may be. Canada has 
attempted to look and act dignified in this matter, but a 
freezing frown only makes the Yankees laugh and poke fun 
at us as being “old stiffs” only fit to do road work in a back 
township. 

As to “the advantage of confining the British preference 
to goods imported at Canadian seaports” being “question- 
able,” let us admit it; the plan not having been tried, nor 
the arguments pro and con thoroughly weighed, it is ques- 
tionable. A newspaper so able and sincere as the “News,” 
however, makes a mistake in approaching a new question 
with arguments solely directed towards discrediting the 
movement. It has nothing to say about the advantage of 
Canada building up Canadian ports and the folly of doing 
as we have been doing, largely patronizing New York, Boston 
and Portland; it has nothing to say about the large terminal 
charges our freight has to pay in those cities, or the effect 
on Canadian trade and prestige of diverting our traffic to 
foreign piers. Furthermore, the chief point in favor of bring- 
ing goods receiving preferred tariff treatment to Canadian 
ports is not mentioned. Cars would come loaded from the 
East, and Ontario, losing perhaps slightly by being forced to 
take a more roundabout route and pay for a longer haulage 
by rail, would be a great gainer in the reduction of eastbound 
freight rates which would result. It would seem that Canada’s 
dignity is involved to a greater extent in developing her 
seaports than in patting the hand of Brother Jonathan in 
a silly attempt to keep that hand from slapping our ears. 
The proposed policy is certainly not more irritating or 
undignified than that of the United States, where duties have 
been in existence—and I believe are now in existence— 
discriminating against teas,'for instance, brought to a Cana- 
dian port, carried over a Canadian railroad in bond, and 
delivered to United States consumers. Countervailing duties 
are levied in the United States ports equivalent to the bounty 
paid on sugar by countries endeavoring to force sugar pro- 
duction, and this countervailing duty is the pattern’ upon 
which our anti-dumping tariff law has been framed. Doubtless 
any efforts to build up our own ports by attracting specially 
favored freight to them will irritate the United States. 
Canada irritated the United States in making a fuss about 
the Alaska award; we doubtless have irritated the United 
States by providing clauses against “dumping;” the fact that 
we have a tariff at all irritates the United States, who say 
we must be fools to keep good Yankee goods out of our country 
and use our own clumsy and crude _ productions instead. 
Every time a Canadian goes into the United States and 
accepts a situation he doubtless irritates somebody, and if 
it can be proved that he accepted the job before he left 
Canada he will be promptly deported. Canadians living in 
Windsor are not permitted to work in Detroit, and if in a 
large way we take our own part we will not be open to any 
charge of being petty imitators and carrying a sound principle 
to ridiculous extremes. 

As to the suggested policy irritating Great Britain by 
“practically repealing by a subterfuge” the preference tariff 
and thus “exciting the contempt of British traders and 
manufacturers,” the argument is unsound to the extent of 
being silly. If the circumstances of a British preference are 
changed, is it not quite possible to increase the preference 
and not be open in the slightest degree to the charge of using 
a “contemptible subterfuge?” As to “the adoption of the 
Logan resolution” being “the result of a partizan competition 
for the favor of a few hundred voters in the Enstera 
Provinces,” the assertion is unworthy of a paper so preten- 
tiously fair-minded as the “News.” If the editor will take 
a really large view of the question he will find that he has 
been working on a very small amount of information and 
has been guilty of an editorial which reads very much as 
if it were a piece of special pleading on behalf of some im- 
porters. In reading the exhortations of the “News” “for the 
maintenance of peace and good neighborhood on this con- 
tinent,” and that “we owe it to ourselves and the Empire 
to which we belong to exhibit a large spirit in our interna- 
tional relationships, and to show that weak as we may be 
numerically, we are at least the equal of the American 
Republic in courtesy, dignity and fair dealing,” one feels 
inclined to lean back and yawn out a plaintive “m-e-o-w.” 

HEN the Ontario “Legislature legitimatized the 
Sturgeon Falls deal and gave the Roman Catholic 
Separate School Board taxes to which they had no 

legal right, a Catholic paper in Michigan approved of the 
action and said that this province had simply treated their 
denomination as if Roman Catholics were “human beings. 
At that time I called attention to the fact that the Roman 
Catholic press of the United States was the most bitterly 
anti-British of all the blatant and tail-twisting journals of 
a country which dearly loves to hit Great Britain a good 
hard kick. The “Catholic Sun” of Syracuse, N. Y., is a good 
example of the tone adopted by the press of that sect in the 
United States, where the Church receives no special privileges 
whatever and has never had a President. In commenting on 
the visit of the Queen’s Own to that city on the Fourth of 
July—Independence Day—after recalling the alliance of the 
British soldiery with the “savage red men of the forest,” it 
remarks: 7 

“Whoever is responsible for this breach of good taste and 
good judgment should be taught that American public senti- 
ment is disgusted with this pusillanimous, unpatriotic and 
imbecile action. No British soldiery have any right in any 
Independence Day celebration in any country under the sun 
—and least of all in an American one. 

“We regret sincerely this form of insanity and hope the 
future will bring no repetition of it. Let all Americans, ever 
and always, celebrate in an appropriate manner the Fourth 
of July, never forgetting the full and complete meaning of 
the day, and being ever mindful of the nation who tried to 
wrest from us our independence. ‘ eat) 

“We understand that many of our Irish societies were 
making preparations to participate in the parade, and we 
call on them to forego all participation in it. ; 

“We expect the A. O. H. and the Knights of St. Patrick, 
who represent the militant spirit of the Irish race, to resent 
this insult to their feelings by remaining away from the 
parade entirely. 

“We call upon every tried and true Irishman to refuse 
to march with ‘Johnny Bull’ or any of his soldiery. Possibly 
some one can tell us if this is the same ‘Queen’s Own’ which 
the Fenians chased over the hills at Ridgeway.” 

'The above neighborly remarks from a “religious” paper 
indicate how little the fairness of the non-Catholic majority, 
to the small Catholic minority, in this province is appreciated 
by the newspapers of the church which, having nothing to 
gain and nothing to lose in New York State—-where it gets 
nothing—by being candid, blurt out their bitterness to British 
institutions in a way that should make every Canadian 
determine that hereafter those nurtured on this sort of pap 
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shall have no special advantages given them on this side of 
the line. The Church, in obtaining special privileges enjoyed 
by no other denomination, sourly insists that it is receiving 
nothing but its rights, and, in fact, teaches that if full justice 
were meted out the hierarchy would be permitted to sit 
undisturbed on the necks of the civil rulers. This sort of 
dogma and the swash that we get from the newspapers of 
this sect are utterly opposed to the development of free and 
British institutions, which should be the aim of Canadians 
rather than a thankless pandering to an arrogant, self-seeking 
and self-suflicient hierarchy. 
* 
HEN a large sum was paid to ransom the missionary 
Miss Stone from the Macedonian bandits, I gave 
many reasons why those who not only clamored for 
the United States to pay the price demanded, but busied 
themselves in raising subscriptions, were likely to do per- 
manent harm. While it would seem almost unpardonably 
cruei to allow a prisoner to be put to death because a ransom 
was not paid, the idea of establishing a precedent by per- 
mitting large sums to be extorted in this way was strongly 
pointed out as extremely dangerous. It was evident to those 
who thought of the morrow that the payment of fifty or 
sixty thousand dollars for Miss Stone’s release was to make 
the kidnapping business a profitable one, such as was sure 
to be followed by lawless people everywhere. The recent 
demand of Raisuli, the Morocco bandit chief, who kidnapped 
Messrs. Perdicaris and Varley, was but a repetition of the 
programme of the Macedonian cut-throats. The Sultan of 
Morocco, owing to the pressure of the United States, was 
forced to pay a large sum for the release of the prisoners 
and to make the brigand, Raisuli, governor of an additional 
seven hundred square miles of territory, reaching up to the 
gates of Tangier. Now that this has been done Raisuli is 
more insolent than ever and threatens the impotent Sultan 
and the foreign powers with blood-curdling vengeance if 
they disturb him in his new authority. He knows the Sultan 
can do him no harm, and he is dictating to the foreign powers 
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it seems reasonable enough, as they have so much farther 
to come, that they be given the later train. Last season 
conservative estimates placed the number of Muskoka tourists 
at about 30,000, and during the short periods when so many 
are going and returning the Grand Trunk is kept busy 
providing accommodation, which, it must be acknowledged, is 
now exceedingly good, the comfortable, modern equipment 
being an immense improvement on the old rattle-trap cars. 
It is unreasonable to resent what is only an apparent 
favoritism shown the Buffalo passengers, and indeed if 
Toronto people want to get their luggage properly sorted 
and checked without mistake they should send it down the 
night before, that it may be forwarded at midnight, for 
everyone who has seen the pile of camp fixings and supplies 
on the morning trains must retognize the necessity of 
giving the baggage people time to handle it. Nothing is so 
disheartening to railroad people, as was explained when 
“Saturday Night” made enquiries of District Passenger Agent 
McDonald, as for complaints to be made when every possible 
effort is being put forth to handle the traffic promptly and 
without causing inconvenience to the public. Toronto people 
can well afford to reserve their complaints for much more 
serious grievances, and if the criticisms are few thev are 
irritating, while as a rule those who go to Muskoka 
are really quite enthusiastic over the treatment they receive 
from the railway, and have little to say about it. 


* 

cae en and a half ‘million dollars in United States 

gold coins is deposited in the vaults of the Dominion 

Government and the various chartered banks of 
Canada, and this gold, required to meet the demands 
for specie, as Mr. D. R. Wilkie, general manager of the 
Imperial Bank, at the recent annual meeting pointed out, should 
bear the stamp of a Canadian mint. It cannot be denied 
that so much foreign money, either stored or circulated in 
Canada, tends, as Mr. Wilkie urged, to “denationalize” a 
people in a manner similar to the singing of foreign songs, 
the reading of foreign newspapers, and the use of an alien 
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Uncle Sam to Mother Britannia—‘‘ Ye’ll have to do somethin’ with that boy, he’s gettin’ too big and noisy.” 


by threatening to make fresh raids on Tangier, take European 
and American prisoners and put them to death,if the govern 
ments assist the Sultan to restore the order which has been 
upset tosave the lives of the two “Amurricans.” It is thus that 
bad example in yielding to such demands brings national 
trouble; as in the case of those who yield to blackmail, 
further and greater demands never cease. 


* 
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EV. CANON CODY of St. Paul’s Church, professor in 
Wycliffe College, was elected last Saturday Bishop of 
Nova Scotia, after a considerable contest in which 


the High and Low Churchmen of the Synod divided with some ! 


warmth and much persistency. Rev. Mr. Cody is one of the 
most popular clergymen in Toronto, and without doubt the 
ablest and most attractive Anglican preacher in this province. 
A man of learning, sincerity and unblemished life, he would 
have made an ideal bishop, but he declined the honor and 
told his congregation last Sunday morning that his duty and 
responsibility to the people of his parish prevented him 
accepting the distinguished position which had been offered 
him. Rev. Mr. Cody’s action does credit both to himself and 
his profession. In speaking to his congregation he recognized 
that those who had so loyally aided him in twice enlarging 
the church had a right to expect him to remain with them. 
Had he done otherwise, it is to be feared that those who have 
so freely and enthusiastically supported him in his work 
might have felt that at the first opportunity to increase his 
worldly honors he had forgotten their affection and sacrifices, 
and deserted them. Too often a mercenary spirit is mani- 
fested by those who should be the first to show an example 
of gratitude and an appreciation of responsibility. Nova 
Scotia has missed a great bishop, but St. Paul’s, Toronto, has 
retained a great preacher, an indefatigable doer of good, 
whose influence, particularly over thoughtful men and women, 
is of inestimable value in parochial work. 


* 

HE story that General Manager Hays of the G. T. R 
has favored engineers from the United States for 
laying out the Pacific extension of his road, has 

apparently led some people to believe that the Grand Trunk 
system is managed more to please our “Amurrican” neighbors 
than for the convenience of Canadians. Complaints have 
reached me that the Muskoka express leaving here at 10.45 
a.m. must be used by: Toronto people, while the “Buffalo 
Muskoka” express, not leaving until 11.30 a.m., is solely for 
the use of our “Amurrican” friends, and passengers from this 
city are not allowed to use it. The explanation is simple; 
the nature of the northern country makes it impossible to 
haul a train of more than half a dozen coaches, and the 
traflic is so great that two trains are necessary. We should 
always be glad to welcome tourists from across the line, and 


language. That Canada, keeping so much gold in reserve, 
to say nothing of the immense amount that would be cir- 
culated if we had a gold coinage, requires a mint, is indicated 
by the output of some of the European countries—Austria 
Hungary, $35,000,000; Italy, $20,000,000, and Sweden, $1,800,- 
000. <All these countries mint their own coins: Australia 
does likewise, with a coinage of $50,000,000. Canada mines 
her own gold, which now goes to the United States and is 
turned into money, and comes back here on a quiet mission 
of misleading us into the belief that the land of gold and 
pure delight is really to the south of us. There is profit in 
minting silver and copper coins, as we do now, and though 
there is but little alloy: put in the gold the expense of a 
national gold coinage would be trivial compared with the 
national advantage. People are said after a while to begin 
to look like their money; we ought to try to make the gold 
part of our money look a little more like the Canadian 
product, 
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HILE it has been made seem _ ridiculous, even 
W presumptuous, for the Minister of Agriculture to 
interfere with the militia as Hon. Sydney Fisher has 

been accused of doing, how much more ridiculous it must 
seem to “foreigners” that the administration of the copyright 
law is in the Department of Agriculture. The law itself is 
in such a messed-up condition that it could hardly be con- 
sidered seriously, no matter in what department located, and 
it probably could be managed quite as well by one department 
as another. It is the preposterous impression it must give 
everyone unaccustomed to seeing the literary efforts of a 
country protected as if they were prize bulls, or some new 
variety of garden sass. Not satisfied with the absurdity of 
the real situation, the Canadian law makes it necessary to 
print in a prominent place in every book or in connection with 
every article registered at Ottawa, the line, “Entered accord- 
ing to Act of the Parliament of Canada in the year one 
thousand nine hundred and * * * by * * * at the 
Department of Agriculture,” as if we were proud 
that the interests of our literary people in this country are 
looked after by the same department which conducts experi- 
ments in fall ploughing and trying, in the North-West, to 
cross jack-rabbits with sage-hens so as to produce a woolly 
egg which won't freeze in the winter. The literary efforts of 
this country are perhaps puny enough to be taken care of like 
a sick chicken, but there is no reason why we should make 
ourselves appear unnecessarily ridiculous. In the first place, 
Mr. J. B. Jackson, the efficient registrar of copyrights, and 
his staff, archives, ete., could be very easily moved to the 
Department of the Secretary of State or the Department of 
Justice; indeed, into any other department than the one 
they are now in, and our faces saved from the ridicule which 
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the present combination excites. If the 
too much in love with arrangements as they are, something 
can be accomplished by cutting down the rigmarole now 
demanded into “Copyrighted in Canada,” or something equally 
brief. It is about time for the annual kick from the printers 
and publishers for an amended copyright act, and probably 
they could be headed off for a year by this slight concession, 
though it is the author who feels sickest when he sees the 
fruit of his brain registered together with swine, bugs, and 
pests of all sorts. 
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HE men of the Maritime Provinces are those Canadians 
who in pursuit of a living oft-times go out to sea in 
ships. These seafaring Scotch-Canadians are quite 
properly inclined to fly the Canadian flag, and even before 
the British Admiralty on Feb. 2, 1902, authorized Canadian 
vessels to run up the red ensign with the Dominion coat-of- 
arms on the fly, they occasionally got into trouble carrying 
what purported in Canada to be the flag of this country. 
Mr. Kaulbach, Lunenburg, N. S., recently voiced in Parliament 
two complaints of bad treatment received by Canadian 
captains, not from foreign countries, but from British consuls 
in foreign ports. Captain Taylor, of a schooner of his own 
name, was notified by the British consul at Rio Grande do 
Sul, that he must not fly the Canadian flag, and 
warned that he would be fined if he persisted. The master 
of the ship “Canada” received similar treatment in the port 
of Bahia, Brazil. Mr. Kaulbach asked that the Government 
communicate with the Imperial authorities requesting an 
expianation, and at the same time demanding for our flag the 
same degree of respect as that accorded the British ensign. 
Sir Wilfrid agreed to do this, but was afraid that he was 
not in possession of all the facts. The Premier is no doubt 
wise in waiting for full and accurate statements with regard 
to the incidents complained of, for to make complaint to the 
Imperial authorities without being well fortified with facts 
would be to put Canada in the whining posture of one who 
is continually “beefing” about something. If, however, any 
indignities have been offered to the flag our mariners have 
been led to believe is officially Canadian, let us be prepared 
to make a vigorous and enduring protest. 

Complaints, however, that come from afar and from 
irritated mariners, as a rule need careful scrutiny. When I 
was in Montevideo about seven years ago the British consul 
told me a very amusing story of a big Nova Scotia sailing 
ship coming into that port flying what to the authorities of 
Uruguay was a strange flag. The port commandante came 
to the British consul in great rage, saying that he had been 
insulted on board a British ship, the captain of which had 
threatened to throw him overboard. It appears that the row 
was all about the flag, which was the Canadian emblem. 
When the commandante demanded to know from the captain 
what flag it was, the huge Nova Scotian who answered him 
told him he ought to know; if he didn’t he wasn’t fit for his 
job. Later on the captain stated that it was the Canadian 
flag and it was going to fly as long as he was in port, and as 
long after as he blankety saw fit. The commandante notified 
the British consul that he would have to seize the ship, and 
the late Mr. Grenfel, who was then acting, recognized that 
a Canadian ship would be in serious, if not irrevocable, 
trouble if once tied up at Montevideo. By dint of much 
persuasion Mr. Grenfel induced the captain to make an 
apology to the admiralty court, or something of that sort, 
after which he and the ship were released. As the captain 
and the British consul were leaving the room the big Nova 
Scotian stooped down and _ shamefacedly 
remark, “If I did make the apology, I didwi say it wasn't 
a damn good flag.” I think I have told this story before, but 
it is so opportune it will bear repeating. as showing the 
Premier’s good judgment in waiting for the facts—a caution 
justified by the performance of the captain, whose rugged 
Canadian pride I have always admired. 


EADER OF THE OPPOSITION BORDEN  has_ given 
- notice of his intention to make a speech on the Davis 
contract for the lighting of the Cornwall Canal. I 
hate to interrupt him before he begins, but what this country 
is hollering for is not a speech, but to have the contract 
cancelled, and the public men who made it, and those who 
made it over and made it worse, brought up with a jerk to 
tell why they did it, and punished for doing it. Incidentally 
the Government might explain how it is they have not undone 
it. What is needed is an investigation, not a speech. By 
the way, I almost forgot to ask why Mr. Borden has been 
silent so long. In his speech he might tell the story of the 
little boy who would not speak when his mother accused 
him of having raide the pantry. Next day when he indig- 
nantly denied having sneaked the pie “that Johnny took” his 
mother coaxed him with goodies to explain his remarkable 
silence. He then admitted that his mouth was so full of the 
pie that he couldn't speak. 
* *”% 

I T is by no means unusual for clergymen to have a political 
“pull,” and it is quite usual for them to look wit. 
disfavor on business being done on Sunday, yet Father 

Paradis rather puts his fellow-pastors to the blush by over- 

qualifying on both points. In many respects he is a peculiar 

man and is described by a staff correspondent of the “News” 
writing from Sturgeon Falls, as being prominent, owing to 

“a certain boldness of manner and speech that does not 

always sit gracefully upon one of the cloth. It is said that 

at his farm on Lake Temagami he has erected a chapel about 
forty feet square, which he has dedicated to Joan of Are. 

There he invokes the intercession of the saint to keep the 

English out of the country.” This suave gentleman got on 

the directorate of a railway company intending to build a line 

from Sturgeon Falls to Lake Temagami, by representations, it 
is said, that he had a “pull” at Ottawa. When the Occidental 

Syndicate was formed it bought out some of the provisional 

directors, among others Father Paradis, who got $100, whieh: 

was intended to extinguish any claim he had, but he now 
declares, so the “News” states, that he will “not stand by 
the bargain because the transaction took place on a Sunday,” 
and has made this plea before the Senate Commitee at. 

Ottawa, and his action is commented upon as“‘the coolest 

and cheekiest transaction in a career that has abounded in 

interesting and striking incidents.” It would be eruel to say 
that more than a very small percentage of the clergy turn 
their political pull to personal advantage, but it is certainly 
not unusual for them to use their political influence for the 
material advantage of their denomination. Further, it would 
be unduly harsh to suggest that the extreme Sabbatarianism 
of some of them is probably as elastic and materialistic as 
that of Father Paradis. The incident is given simply as @ 
striking case of the length to which some clerics apparently 
think they may go and still keep their consciences unbruised. 
a" 

R. DONALD MeMASTER, K.C., of Montreal, well known 

M in politics as well as in his profession, now Batonnier 

of the Montreal section of the Bar, has been moving 
for a simplification of the procedure of appeals to the King 
through the Judicial Committee of the Privy Council. His 
address to the Montreal Bar, which has been endorsed by the 

Toronto Bar Association, sets forth many of the disabilities 

suffered by colonial litigants in being practically foreed into 

being represented in London by solicitors and two outfits of 
counsel. He suggests that a couple of clerks in the High 

Commissioner’s Office in London could, for a very small fee, do 

all that is done by the solicitor, who always manages to make 

out a big bill for doing practically nothing. He puts his case 
so plainly and so strongly, and his views have been so well 
endorsed, that no doubt the reform he proposes will be 
effected. Among other things which the non-legal mind finds 
hard to understand, one practice looms forth as particularly 
and amusingly out of date. Certain notices of appeal, 
presumably directed to litigants before the Privy Council, 
have to be posted at the Royal Exchange at Lloyd’s coffee- 
house. This style of advertising lawsuits and that having 
to do with them is certainly quaint, but absolutely useless. 
This practice, Mr. McMaster explains, was made imperative 
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in 1838, and was intended to catch the eye of 
tains about to sail for the colonies, who would 
Tun across the litigants and tell them that there was 
in the Privy Council. It is rather funny that 
sort of is kept up till the present day, for a ship 
sailing for Canada would be very unlikely to notice 
up at Lloyd’s or to run across a Canadian 
t whose home was in Edmonton, Vancouver, Winnipeg 
or to. Perhaps, however, the regulation is quite as 
a, to the people of the present day as the sections 
the Mosaic law which the extreme Sabbatarians would still 
love to have enforced. 
* 


T seems unreasonable that ‘the members of the City Council, 
though they have had more than six months in which to 
do it, cannot get the new by-law regulating the construc- 

tion of theaters into some kind of shape before the summer 
is over and the autumn engagements begin. The managers of 
all the playhouses in town are now ready to start in with 









- their summer alterations, yet they are held back by aldermen 


who display signs of recovery from chronic paralysis only 
during the excitement produced by some great public calamity 
—or when elections are approaching. The Chicago theater 
fire was scarcely extinguished when our civic representatives 
fell over each other in their efforts to suggest and carry out 
a dozen or so plans for the protection of the theater-going 
mblic. People were sent around to all the houses to look 
at things and report what they saw and what they failed to 
gee. On these things they were to report and recommend. 
They recommended—and something was going to happen at 
once. A few boards were tacked up across a stairway here 
and there, for what reason only the person who put them up 
seemed to know. That was the extent of the special protec- 
tion offered the public as a result of the warning given by 
one of the greatest disasters of modern times. The by-law 
that was to change everything and make a theater as safe 
as a guarantee vault, has got stuck somewhere up at the 
City Hall, and no one seems to know when it is likely to be 
exposed to the examination of the citizens. Perhaps about 
the first of September, when the theaters get nicely under 
way with the new season's engagements, the by-law will be 
discovered, passed and put into effect. The protest it will 
then raise will be ample excuse for holding it over for another 
year, and things will go on in the same old way till we have 
a real tragedy at a playhouse where the audience has paid 


for something of a different nature. 
* 


EORGE F. BAER, President of the Reading Railway, and 
head of the great Yankee Coal Trust, is one of those 
by no means rare persons who place the responsibility 

for anything of a particularly mean nature they — 
to do, on the Lord. It will be remembered that during 1e 
eoal strike of two years ago Mr. Baer publicly stated that 
Divine Providence had expressly appointed him to conduct 
his business and that of his associates in the ruthless manner 
which characterized the operations of the mine owners, Now 
he comes out with another piece of guff of the same kind. 
But this time he doesn’t seem quite so sure that the Lord 
is altogether right in letting him have things so much his 
own way. Of course he refrains from criticism Of Diwine 
Providence. He merely refuses to express an opinion of the 
rights or wrongs of the case. He modestly claims that when 
the coal roads, “like any other good merchant, charge all 
they can get, “the Lord is responsible.’ Mr. Baer is no 
humorist. He expects his remarks to be taken seriously. 
Doubtless he also believes what he says. The Pharisee is 
always his own easiest dupe. But the chances are the Lord 
has mighty little to do with the Coal Trust- which Mr. Baer 
will probably find out some day when the responsibility for 
his acts falls back on him with a bump. 
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morbid curiosity have reached 
development in the United 
locum” disaster, in which over 
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one thousand persons met sudden death, was not considared 

sufficiently tragic to command the respect of the enterprising 
money-chasers of Worcester, Mass.—they planned to carn 
the catastrophe into a show, and charge an admission fee 
of the yellow element of the Worcester population who would 
tumble over each other in their efforts to dig out a new 
sensation. Lake Quinsigamond, Mass., was to be the thea‘er 
in which the “realistic” reproduction of the burning of the 
steamer and her human cargo was to be given. A real boat 
to be employed, and real fire, the only change from the 

ina) production keing the substitution of dummies for 

2 men, women and children who were roasted or drowned 
on the “General Slocum.” Doubtless if real humanity could 
have been purchased for the show the managers would have 
secured them—and the public would have scrambled all the 

more madly for front-row Luckily the manager o 

the Lake Quinsigamond Steamship Company got busy an 

so upset the plans of the promoters that the whole thing ha 
to be dropped. We are in the habit of looking back ou the 
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Romans with horror when the persecutions of early 
Christians are mentioned; we hear people express their wonder 
that a seemingly r+tined people—especially women—could pliy 
the part of spectators while other human beings were burnt, 
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hacked apart with swords, or torn into fragments hy wild 
beasts; yet there is ttle reason to doubt that the same kind 
of performance woul! be quite as well patronized to-day if 
our laws permittsd t!eir presentation. For pure ycJlowness 
this proposed “Slocum” show can hold its own with pretty 
nearly anything Nero thought out in his most active ilavs of 
circus management. Let missionaries stay out of Africa for 
a while and turn their attention to civilizing the savages 
of Worcester, who would re-burn and re-drown in effigy, for the 
sake of money, «a ‘housand unfortrnates, many of whose 
bodies are not yet nuried. : 
ax 
HE committee and the Board of Control, after much 
geeing and hawing, backing and filling, shunting and 
butting about, recommended what Commissioner Flem- 
ing asserts is the worst site yet mentioned for the Carnegie 
Library—the one in Elm street and University avenue. Quite 
properly the Council referred the matter back, and “things is 
as they was.” The Library Site Committee had perhaps 
better do a little practicing out on the Don trying to select 
a dam site. 


* 

H UMANITARIANS are of course writing to the news- 
papers bitterly denouncing the brutality of the law 
and of Albert Joyes, a London, Ont., laborer, who, 

charged with neglecting to send his son to school, in court 

was given twenty-four hours to decide whether he would pay a 

fine or administer a whipping to his twelve-year-old boy who 

had been persistently playing hooky. ‘lhe father felt too poor 

to pay the fine, and the Truant Officer furnished him with a 

heavy rubber strap two inches wide, eighteen inches long and 

a quarter of an inch thick. He applied the strap to the boy’s 

hand four times, then laid him over his knee and gave him 

from forty to fifty thwacks in a neighborhood where all of us 
have perhaps received impressions. The law does not allow the 
police to whip truants, but provides for the administration 
of such punishment by the parents in the police station as an 
alternative to paying a fine. The lusty London laborer pro- 
mised the magistrate to give his son a good one, and he evi- 
dently attended to the job properly, the Truant Officer finally 
interfering. A whaling of that kind must do a persistent 
truant much more good than the infliction of a fine on a 
parent who is apt to feel the cost, while the boy is not liable 
to be hurt by it or properly punished at home. This is the 
first case of the kind I have heard of, but it has the tingle of 
old-fashioned methods about it which I can better appreciate 
now than I could forty years ago. Solomon, it is said, was 
wise, and he strongly favored this sort of medicine. 
* x 
HE “St. James’ Gazette,” in discussing the question of 

. emigration to Canada, says: “Canada contains great 
fields of possibilities, but for our educated classes these 

will not lie in the direction of work which a farm laborer can 

do just as well.” The editor of the “Gazette” might have gone 
further and said, “which a laborer can do much better.” It is 
the working man that Canada needs, whether we call him 
laborer, artisan or educated gentleman. This country has no 
use for the Englishman who comes out here with the idea 
that, because he is an Englishman and educated, lucrative posi- 
tions will be created for his special benefit. The only reason 
why the educated English classes have not turned out satis- 
factory on this side of the water is to be found in their unwill- 
ingness or inability to make themselves as useful as orna- 
mental. Some of the specimens we receive unquestionably add 
a picturesqueness to the landscape; but Canada has not yet 
reached a state where she can afford to abandon productive 
work to collect curious and expensive human bric-a-brae. Any- 
one coming to Canada with a desire and the ability to work 
will have little difficulty in finding something to do—and the 
better his education, the better are his chances of obtaining 
desirable employment. But if he has the idea that work is 
degrading—a thing only to be performed by the lowest classes, 
and humiliating to a gentleman—the only place for him is 

’ome, where misguided parents and credulous tradesmen sup- 

port people who hold these conveniently elastic ethics. In 

Canada a man who loafs is a loafer—and no one is considered 

qualified for the position of manager of a great commercial 

enterprise nor even for a portfolio in a government on tne 
grounds that his father’s social standing was unquestionably 
enviable. 





On Thursday evening a reunton was heid at the Strolling 
Players’ Club, where Mr. Conrad and Mr. Archie Sullivan 
were hosts. 

. 

The Mansfield engagement was a great treat to theater- 
goers on Monday and Tuesday nights. The sombre Russian 
tyrant of Monday, Ivan the Terrible, whose name is a synonym 
for cruelty, was a convincing but not an appealing persona 
tion. Far otherwise was the ill-starred Karl Heinrich of 
Tuesday, whose brief freedom from the bands and eares of 
kingly courts in “Old Heidelberg” gave unaffected delight to 
a very fine audience. Mansfield’s Karl Heinrich, chilled and 
hardened by suppression of every youthful, healthy impulse 
and temporarily freed by the little four months’ sojourn 
among the students in the traditional atmosphere of the city 
by the Neckar, touched the sympathy of everyone who wit- 
nessed the play. The maid of the Inn, the pet of the students 
in their wildest frolics, the highminded and innocent girl, 
even in great temptation, was perfectly played by Miss Ida 
Conquest, and there were many tearful eyes as the curtain 
slowly fell upon the parting between the princely lover, about 
to make the inevitable “mariage de convenance,” and the 
staunch, if heart-broken, Austrian girl, who cheered him 
between her tears by assurances that his princess was “so 
lovely” and that it would be surely “ali right.” I have seen 
Mansfield in many a fine role, but never in one more perfectly 
convincing and artistic than that of Karl Heinrich. It needs 
to know the Heidelberg students personally to give fit praise 
to that impetuous classman, Graf von Asterberg, whose double 
I last saw raised on the shoulders of four enraptured Trinity 
men in old Dublin, and thus borne, very drunk, but very 
vocal and warlike, under the great stone gateway of dear 
old Trinity College, during the tereentenary celebrations. 
The audience on Tuesday evening numbered many smart par- 
ties in stalls and circle, and Mrs. Cox had a party in the 
stage box. Mr. and the Misses Mackenzie of Benvenuto, Mr. 
and Mrs. Sullivan, Mr. Harry Hees, Mr. W. Goulding, Mr. 
Gooderham, Mr. and Mrs. Charlie Beatty, Miss Byford, Miss 
Cattanach, were a few sitting near, and the street was filled 
with carriages on the wait for smart groups. 


The marriage of Mrs. Alizon Crowell-Smith, sister of Mrs. 
George Dickson, and Mr. Arthur Jewett Trussell of New York, 
was celebrated in St. Margaret’s College, (now vacated for 
the long holiday), on Tuesday afternoon at half-past two 
o’clock. It was a revelation of what ingenuity can do in 
transformation when the invited guests entered the College 
commencement hall, for by means of flowers and palms, and 
white and gold-hued draperies and swathings, the prim salon 
had been made into a little chapel, and the steps of the 
improvised chancel had been carpeted with white linen, the 
whole effect being indescribably sweet and pretty. Into this 
apartment the guests were ushered, through ante-room and 
hall profusely draped in Empire festoons, and rosettes of gold 
over white, and there Rev. Armstrong Black performed the 
marriage service. Mr. Thomas Flett of Montreal brought in 
his sister, the bride, and gave her away. She wore a very 
pale and delicate shade of blue crepe brocade, with lace collet 
and dainty white chapeau, and carried roses and lily of the 
valley. The color tone of the wedding was yellow, and the 
matron of honor, Mrs. Lord of New York, wore white and 
primrose silk veiled in white crepe de soie, and a pretty 
chapeau to match. Miss Alice Demorest, also a New Yorker, 
was bridesmaid, in embroidered mousseline over primrose 
silk, and white and yellow hat. Mr. C. Trussell, brother of 
the groom, was best man. Dr, Thistle, Mr. R. Merritt, Dr. 
Cummings of Hamilton, Dr. Mullin and Mr. G. Dickson, jr., 
were ushers. Little booklets with the order of the ceremony 
and the words of the hymns were given to the guests. The 
ceremony closed with a very beautiful quartette sung by 
Misses Larke, Tilson, McMurtry and Mrs. Tisdale. After this 
the bride and groom received congratulations on the beautiful 
lawn of the college, and ‘many additional guests attended the 
reception. Dr. Armstrong Black proposed the health of the 
bridal couple in a very happy speech, saying that the defences 
of Canada would never be employed to resist such an invasion 
as the assembled company had just witnessed. The guests 
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enjoyed refreshments from a long buffet set on the lawn. 
Mrs. Dickson, always most admirable in the capacity of 
hostess, received the guests, and when the bride appeared 
for “goodbye” in a soft grey traveling costume, with an ecru 
hat with plumes, very hearty good wishes were sent after 
the happy couple by many friends. Mr. and Mrs. Trussell 
will reside in New York. A few of the guests were Mrs. 
Mortimer Clark, Miss Clark, Mr. Allen Magee, A.D.C., Mrs. 
Armstrong Black, Mrs. Alexander of Bon Accord, Mrs. E. F. 
B. Johnston, Mrs. and Miss Jackson, Mrs. and Miss Matthews, 
Mrs. Andrews of “Whispers,” Mrs. J. I. Davidson, Mrs. W. 
Davidson, Miss Thorburn, Mrs. and Miss Brouse, Mrs. and 
Miss Isabel Loudon, Professor and Mrs. Baker, Professor 
Murton, Mrs. Flett, Mrs. and Miss Henderson, Mrs. Alton 
Garrett, Mrs. J. Scott. 
* 

A most brilliant wedding took place in St. Saviour’s 
Church, Victoria, B. C., on Friday of last week, when Miss 
Laura May Dunsmuir, fourth daughter of Hon. James Duns- 
muir, was married to Lieutenant Arthur Bromley, of H.M.S. 
first-class cruiser “Good Hope,” son of Sir Henry and Lady 
Bromley, of Stoke Hall, Newark, England. Burleigh, the Duns- 
muir home, was magnificently illuminated and the festivities 
were kept up until after midnight, when the bride and groom 
embarked in Mr. Dunsmuir’s steamer “Lorne” for Vancouver 
en route to England. 

* 

The illness of Mr. Erie Kirkpatrick of Closeburn has 
caused anxiety to all his friends, he having been a victim 
of an attack of appendicitis, which had been threatening for 
some time. Mr. Kirkpatrick is a cadet of the R.M.C., and was 
brought home ill, and operated upon in St. Michael’s Hospital 
early in the week. At time of writing his condition was 
very satisfactory, and his physician, Dr. Herbert Bruce, was 
content with his progress. 

a 

The latter days of June saw some interesting weddings 
which rejoiced in fair weather for their celebration. Fore- 
most for size and importance was that of Mr. Gerard 
Brackenbridge Strathy, only son of Mr. H. H. Strathy of 
Barrie, and Miss Mabel Theodora Kirkpatrick, only daughter 
of Mr. George B. Kirkpatrick of Coolmine. This very pretty 
event took place in St. Mary’s Church, in Delaware avenue, 
at two o’clock, on Tuesday, the celebrant clergy being Rev. 
Anthony Hart, rector of St. Mary’s, and Rev. W. H. White 
of Barrie. The decoration of the church was quite elaborate 
and arttistic, and pink flowers mingled with white syringa 
and other effective blooms, in every coign of vantage. Bridal 
gates were erected across the main aisle, which were opened 
by two little nephews of the bride, Masters Douglas and 
George Kirkpatrick, who looked very bonny and smart in 
white suits. An arch spanned the foot of the chancel, where 
the bride and groom stood, and the whole scheme of beautify- 
ing was very well carried out. The choir, both the men 
singers and the ladies in surplices, and the latter wearing 
their college “trenchers,” led the bride’s procession, singing 
“The Voice That Breathed O’er Eden” as_ they slowly 
marched up the center aisle, between a perfect parterre of 
summer loveliness in their very prettiest gowns. The two 
little flower maidens, Miss Marjorie and Miss Mary Kirk- 
patrick, nieces of the bride, in white mousseline and lace 
frocks, with white poke bonnets and airy baskets of pink 
sweet-peas, and the two bride-maidens, Miss Keefer of Ottawa 
and Miss Morris, cousin of the bride, of Petrolea, in Victorian 
gowns of white mousseline, painted with pink poppies, and 
very smart white poke hats, trimmed with rosettes of dull 
green ribbon, and carrying huge bouquets of pink sweet-peas, 
were the attendants of the bride, who, led by her father, Mr. 
Kirkpatrick of Coolmine, was the eynosure of all eyes as 
she gracefully swept by. The bridal gown was of soft white 
satin, in the plenitude of fabric of the mode of to-day; and 
a filmy veil of embroidered tulle fell from a little crown of 
real orange blossoms over the fair face and dark locks of the 
bride. Some handsome Limerick lace was prettily arranged 
en berthe on the bodice, encircling a transparent guimpe, and 
also as a fall from the puffed elbow sleeves. The bridal 
bouquet was a shower of lily of the valley and white roses, 
and the jewels a pearl necklet and pendant. Mr. Fred Biggar 
was best man. The ushers were Mr. Featherstone Ayles 
worth, Mr. Reginald Parmenter, Mr. Frank MeCarthy of 
Barrie, and Mr. Harry Strathy, cousin of the groom. After 
the ceremony a reception was held at Coolmine, Mr. Kirk- 
patrick receiving at the entrance to the drawing-room and 
the bridal party being grouped iurther on. Mrs. Morris, the 
grandmother of the bride, was as ever the sweet and cordial 
hostess to friends old and new. The lawn was partially 
enclosed by a huge marquee, and thither came very soon the 
bridal pair, whose health was proposed by Professor Goldwin 
Smith, and drunk with enthusiasm. Coolmine looked very 
pretty on so fair an afternoon, and a photograph was taken 
of the bridal group by Mr. Arthur Kirkpatrick before the 
bride slipped away to change her gown for the costume de 
voyage, a pretty Shantung silk frock, and a straw hat with 
white ribbons. Confetti and rose leaves were showered upon 
her as she left Coolmine, to which she will return after the 
“lune de miel” to reside. A particularly heartsome tone was 
noticeable at this wedding, where the large party included 
only the extended connection and old friends of the families 
of the bride and groom. A few of those were Mr. and Mrs. 
A. M. M. Kirkpatrick, Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Kirkpatrick, Mr. 
and Mrs, Strathy, father and mother of the groom; Mr. and 
Mrs. Morton, Mr. and Mrs. Eustace Bird, both ladies sisters 
of the groom; Mr. and Mrs. Goldwin Smith, Mr. and Mrs. 
Goldwin Smith Kirkpatrick, Miss Ida Homer Dixon, Mrs. 
Harrison, who, like Mrs. Morris of Coolmine, is a_ great- 
grandmother ever young and in sympathy with the fourth 
generation, Mrs. Becher and Miss Macklem, the Provost of 
Trinity, Mr. and Mrs. Sutherland Macklem, Mrs. Mulock, 
Mrs. Arkell, Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Laidlaw and Miss Laidlaw, 
Colonel and Mrs. Milligan of Bromley House, Major and Mrs. 
Leigh, Mrs. Morris of Retrolea, Miss O’Hara, Mrs. J. Dela- 
mere, Miss Denison, Mrs. George T. Denison, jr., Colonel and 
Mrs. Septimus Denison, Miss Denison, Miss Louie Strathy, 
Mr. A. G. Strathy, Miss Gladys Burton, Mrs. Grant, Mr. 
and Miss Strathy, Colonel Grasett, Mr. and Mrs. Sanford 
Bos of St. Mary’s, Colonel and Mrs. Clarence Denison, Miss 
Denison of Sandhurst, Mrs. Denison and the Misses Denison of 
Rusholme, Mr. and Mrs. Alfred Wright, Mr. Alfred Wright, jr., 
(an R.M.C. cadet), the Misses Gibson, Mrs. Glackmeyer, Miss 
Harman, Miss Case, Dr. and Mrs. Hood, Mr. Burnett Laing, 
Mrs. Ambery, Miss Thorburn, Mr. and Mrs. Elmes Henderson, 
and a great many more whose names space fails to enumerate. 

* 


Congratulations to Mr. Gerard Strathy after his wedding 
on Tuesday, took the somewhat unusual form of wishing him 
“many happy returns of the day.” Friends, however, were 
aware that it was the twenty-fourth anniversary of his birth, 
and mingled appropriate good wishes with their usual wedding 
felicitations. 

* 

The marriage of Mr. W. G. A. Lambe of Toronto and 
Miss C. M. Reid, daughter of the late Hon. Robert Reid of 
Melbourne, Australia, took place last Tuesday week in St. 
Margaret’s Chapel, Westminster Abbey. rf 


The sudden death, from congestion of the lungs, of Mrs. 
Gosling, on Wednesday, overwhelmed her family and friends 
with sorrow. Her loss to them is irreparable, ‘and everyone 
sends them kindly thoughts and sincere sympathy. ? 

a 


Mrs. Kelso of Chicago has been spending some days with 
her sister, Mrs. Rowan Kertland, who, on Monday, gave 
a small tea in her honor. Mrs. Gibson poured tea and Miss 
Sankey and Miss Crozier assisted. 

* 


Mr. and Mrs. Vankoughnet have taken the Hume Blakes’ 
house in St. George street for the summer. Mr. and Mra. 
Herbert Kent have returned from St. Louis. 

8 


Mrs. A. M. M. Kirkpatrick entertained the bridal party 
after the departure of the bride, at her pretty home in 
Rusholme road. 

* 

Mrs. Harry Drayton and her family are going to England 
for the summer, where Mrs. Cawthra of Guiseley House, Mrs. 
Drayton’s mother, now is. 

* 

Mrs. W. H. Pearson and her daughter, Mrs. Doolittle, sail 

to-day on the “Patricia” for a summer abroad. 
. 


Mr. Jackson, U.C.C., has gone to Switzerland on a moun- 
taineering trip. 

Mr. and Mrs. J. R. Gifford have removed from 703 to’ 729 
Ontario street. 

Mr. William McLeish has gone to Winnipeg to fill a 
prominent position in an important company. 

Miss Dorothy Ruttan is visiting her grandparents, Mr. 
and Mrs, William Armstrong. ; 
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Made in Canada 
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Weddings are beauti0ed by the use of flowers. When 
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Good British Silks 


Light Woollen Dress 
Fabrics 











Uncrushable Black 
Silk Grenadines 


JOHN CATTO & SON 
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Gentlemen only. Thirty rooms 
at graduated prices. Special rates 


by the week. Dining-room open 
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We supply the necessary Syphon bottles, 
$1.00, and Sparklet Bulbs, 6oc. doz. 
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when you’ve seen what’s here, 
thedifference inthe designs and 
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Special Table of very ‘‘ Swell’ Shirt- 
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We sell Knox Sailors— 4.00 and 5.00. 


Waists that were 2.75 to 3.50, 
Selling this week at 
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Invitations are issued for the mar- 
riage of Miss Annie A. Richardson, 
daughter of M. K. Richardson, M.P., 
Flesherton, and Dr. A. E. Webster, 
Toronto. 
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The marriage of Miss Clara Stephen- 
son, youngest daughter of the late 
Rufus Stephenson, M.P., and Mr. 
James Fleming of Chatham, took place 
on Monday evening at half-past seven 
o'clock, at the residence of Mr. and 
Mrs. J. M. MeWhinney, 32 Albany ave- 
nue, Mrs. McWhinney being a sister 
of the bride. It was rather a remark- 
able little gathering of ex- and resident 
Chathamites, of whom, as I remarked 
recently, there is quite a colony in 
Toronto. Rev. Robert Sims of the 
Church of the Messiah and formerly 
rector of Holy Trinity Church, North 
Chatham, performed the ceremony, 
which took place in the drawing-room 
in the presence of some two score 
guests and relatives, The bride’s gown 
was of cream white lace over silk, with 
a deep girdle of folded satin. A coro- 
net of orange blossoms fastened the 
tulle veil, and the bouquet was of 
bride roses, lily of the valley and ferns. 
Miss Stephenson looked very well in 
her dainty bridal array, her tall, 
graceful figure and sweet face suiting 
it admirably. The bridesmaid was 
Miss Kathleen O’Hara in a very pretty 
gown of lace and mousseline, and pink 
roses. Little Miss Goodeve of Ottawa, 
niece of the bride, was flower girl, in 
a white silk frockie and with a wreath 
of pink carnations in her hair; she car- 
ried a basket of pink carnations and 
ferns. Mr. Sutherland was best man. 
Mr. Sydney S. Stephenson of Chatham, 
eldest brother of the bride, brought her 
in and gave her away. After the cere- 
mony Miss Kathleen O’Hara sang “Oh 
Fair, Oh Sweet, Oh Holy” very charm- 
ingly, her distinct enunciation, expres- 
sive and fine voice and personal beauty 
adding all that one could wish to the 
tender words of the song. The wedding 
breakfast was set in the dining-room, 
which, as well as the hall and drawing- 
room, was decorated with palms and 
pink flowers, the table being canopied 
with pink ribbons and green. Among 
the guests were Mr. and Mrs. Sydney 
Stephenson of Chatham, Mrs. McCrae, 
Mr. and Mrs. Andrew McCrae, Miss 
Lyons, Miss Ella Pegley, Mr. and Mrs. 
Perey Scholfield, Mr. and Mrs. Percy 
Papps, Mrs. and Miss Beatty, Miss 
Cursley Garratt, Mrs. and Mr. Geoffrey 
O’Hara, Mr. Murdoch of Upper Can- 
ada College, Mr. King, Mr. Edgar 
Pennefather, Mrs. Kerr, Mrs. Goodeve 
of Ottawa, Mrs. E. Van Allen, Mrs. 
Sims, Miss Northwood, Miss Campbell. 
Some very pretty gifts were arranged 
in an upper room, .but many more 
await the return of the bride and 
groom to Chatham, the native place 
of the former, and where she has 
many warm friends. Mr. Sims pro- 
posed the health of the bride and 
groom, and the many musical people 
in the little party sang, Mr. Suther- 
land and Mr. Geoffrey O’Hara, bass 
and tenor, giving some fine songs, and 
Mr. O’Hara playing capital two-steps 
of his own composing. Mr. and Mrs. 
Fleming went away on the boat to 
spend the honeymoon and will reside 
in Chatham. : 

On every side regret over a life but 
yet in its first prime, untimely cut 
short, followed the announcement last 
week of Major Forester’s death. His 
friends (and who that knew him were 
not such?) mourn the loss of a jolly 
comrade, a rare good soldier, a perfect 
horseman, and one of the most lov- 
able of men. Mrs. Forester’s sudden 
death is yet fresh in the minds of 
those friends who to-day speak sadly 
and regretfully of the later loss. Since 
that time, May 7, 1902, 
kindness has been shown Major For- 


ester by warm friends. He will be 
missed in many a happy gathering 
and in all manly sports. “Poor old 


Bush!" says many a sad voice, as his 
sterling good qualities are recalled. 
© 


Friends of Mr. Frank Stanley Mor- 


rison will be pleased to learn of his 
success at the recent examinations at 


Kingston Royal Military College. The 
St. John, N.B., “Sun” says: “Lieuten- 
ant Morrison, Eighth Hussars, N.B., 
heads the list of officers in examina- 
tions at the Royal Military College, 
Kingston, with a percentage of 80.04, 
being especially mentioned in strategy 
and tactics, military administration 
and military surveying. Next highest 
officer only scored 76.69. The 
commenced March 1,” 
- 


An engagement which will be of in- 
terest to many Toronto friends of the 
fiancee has just been announced. Miss 
May Harston of Brocton Holme, Staf- 
ford, and Rev. Richard Herbert 
Dickins, eldest son of Rev. J. Dickins, 
D.D., of Emscote, Warwick, are the 
happy couple. Miss Harston spent last 
winter in Toronto. 

Mrs. Hugh 


Calderwood, formerly 


Miss Justina Harrison, came to town 
on Tuesday for a few days and was 
the guest of Mrs. Hugh Macdonald. 


Mrs. Calderwood's visit to Toronto was 
of a business nature, connected with 
her property here. 

a7 


Mrs. Osler’s second tea was given 
on Thursday afternoon of last week. 
The hostess received out of doors, and 
looked very well in a heliotrope gown 





Diamond 
Market. 


For the reason that 
Diamonds enter Can- 
ada free of duty there 
is no better market 
anywhere in the world. 


Buying for cash— 


by experts—in large 
quantities gives us an 
unusual advantage — 
gives you the lowest 
possible prices. 


RYRIE BROS.. 
Diamond Merchants, 
*118-124 Yonge Street, 
TORONTO. 
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and shaded toque of flowers. The band 
of the Forty-eighth Highlanders played 
on the lawn, and the buffet was set 
under a huge marquee and handsomely 
done in pink with peonies. Mr. Hugh 
Osler came down from Winnipeg the 
other day on a visit to his people. | 
a 


There was an enjoyable by-by tea 
given at Rusholme on Friday for two 
popular and lovable girls who are this 
week brides. Miss Kirkpatrick of Cool- 
mine, whose marriage to Mr. Gerard !| 
Strathy took place on Tuesday, and 
Miss Florence McArthur, who on 
Wednesday became Mrs. J. Cooper: 
Mason, were the guests of honor. Mrs. 
Denison and her daughters, the Misses | 
Jessie and Dora Denison, were, as in- 
variably, perfect hostesses. Fair, 
warm weather made it most delight- 
ful to have tea on the lawn, and the 
old homestead never received a 
pleasanter party, of whom most were 
the girl friends of the _ brides-elect. 
Miss Keefer of Ottawa, Mrs. Barton of 
New York and Miss Morris of Petrolea, 
were out-of-town guests at this tea. 

= 


In spite of many anxieties regarding 
the health of the late Mrs. A. R 
Creelman, which her friends have suf- 
fered during the past two years, it 
was a great shock to be forced to re- 
alize that her end was approaching 
when the summons from Montreal to 
her only son, Mr. Jack Creelman, who 
was preparing to go into camp with 
the Body Guard, was announced, It is 
difficult to find the right word to ex- 
press the value of such sterling ex- 
eellence of character as made this 
noble woman, perfect wife and mother, 
and generous and loyal friend so 
cherished in life and so lamented in 
death. Her price was indeed ‘far 
above rubies,’ and her loss is keenly 
felt by those whom _ she so richly 
blessed by her love and friendship. Her 
best monument is deep in the hearts 
of countless sorrowing friends, whose 
tenderest sympathy is with her hus- 
band, son and three daughters, and her 
sister and brothers in Toronto. Miss 
Jennings was fortunately able to be 
with her sister, and has_ since re- 
mained in Montreal. 
- 


Yeadon Hall is no longer ‘maison 
fermee.’”’ Mr. and Mrs. Cawthra, Miss 
Cawthra and Miss Perkins returned on 
Saturday from a winter in the south of 
England, and Majorand Mrs. Harry 
Brock have also returned home. Many 
welcomes home have greeted the party, 
and great pleasure among the young 
set is expressed at the return to tkem 
of Miss Cawthra, who is as lovely as 
she is popular. 


Captain and Mrs. Bickford have left 
for England, en route to India. We 
shall all greatly miss pretty Mrs. Bick- 
ford, who, as the eldest daughter of 
Colonel Davidson’s home, has been al- 
Ways much admired and loved. The 
young couple are ideally happy in each 
other, and go with light hearts to 
the far land where a soldier’s duty has 
ealled Captain Bickford. 

s 


Mr. and Mrs. H. Campbell Osborne 
of Woodburn are at the St. Louis Ex- 
position. 

* 

A pretty social function marked the 
visit of the Canadian Woman's Press 
Club to Chicago, when Mrs. Warren 
Springer, a wealthy matron of the 
Windy City, gave the Chicago and 
Canadian clubs a most. recherche 
luncheon at Hull House. The 
hostess is the handsomest Chicago 
woman I have seen, bright and impul- 
sive, born to lead, as one can see at a 
glance, with flashing, beautiful eyes, 
silvering hair about a youthful face, 
and a smile at once proud and gracious. 
I kiss my hand to her, for a lovely 
woman and the queen of hostesses. 
Mrs. Springer is not officially a mem- 
ber of the Chicago Press Club, I under- 
stand, but is to it and many other lit- 
erary associations a sort of radiant 
fairy godmother. She writes good 
things herself, one of her recent ar- 
ticles dealing with the re-organization 
and regeneration of society—a theme 


requiring discreet and courageous 
handling. 

> 
While strolling through the Liberal 


Arts building at the St. Louis Fair, I 
met Mr. and Mrs. Forsee and Mr. For- 


see, sr. Mrs. Forsee (formerly May 
Read of Toronto) is looking the pic- 
ture of happiness, and is very proud 


of her fine little son. 


* 

Orchard Point Inn, <Atherley-near- 
Orillia, opened for the season on the 
15th. Among those registered are the 
following: Mr. C. M. Beach, of Lock- 
port, N.Y.; Mr. and Mrs. Joseph M. 
West, nurse and child, Master Donald 
West, Mr. and Mrs. Fred W. L. Shaw 
and child, Miss Mamie Shaw, Mr. Clif- 
ford Shaw, Dr. G. A. Roberts, Mr. s. | 
R. Tarr, Miss L. M. Tarr, Miss Olive 
Learn, Mrs. R. Walker, all of Toronto, 





Name, Please! 

The outbreak of the war in the East 
has had the consequence of sending 
hordes of Russians who don’t want to 
fight—though, by Jingo, if they did, 
they wouldn't be very much use—into | 
this country. These bring with them | 


all their worldly goods, and here is 
five minutes in the poor bank clerk's | 
life: 
“What is your name?” he asks of a | 
would-be customer. 
“Dimitri Ssolikemanawitch,.” 
“Great guns! Spell it!” 
The request is complied with. 
“Where do you come from?” 
“Tehernocholtitzkoi.” | 
“Oh, horrors! One letter at a time, | 
please! Who recommends you?” } 
“Nicolas Czarovolitzkupotoki _ and 


Petroff Sscanpolovitz.”’ 

“Phew! Jones’’—to the commission- 
aire—“fetch me a glass of water! And 
if you see any more Russians coming | 
along to open accounts, tell ‘em the} 
bank's likely to break next week!” 





Alake of Subterfuge. 








The foreman printer rushed into the 
editor’s sanctum with a scared look on 
his face. 

“I've just got a letter from the paper 
manufacturers,”’ he said, “and they re- 
fuse to supply us with any more till | 
the account is paid. What shall we 
do? I haven't a scrap in the place!” 

“Just think,” said the editor, sadly 
contemplating the cash box. “Haven't 
you any other sort of paper in the 
place?” 

“Not a bit, except a few reams of 
brown paper that we got in to pack 
parcels.” 

“That'll do; use that. But keep the 
machine back for a_ large-type edi- 
torial. Now get along!” 

Then the editor drew out a sheet of 
paper and wrote the editorial. 

“Once more,” it ran, “the ‘Mudbor- 
ough Gazette’ scores for enterprise. We 
are the only paper to give a correct 
portrait of his Gracious Majesty the 
Alake of Abeoukuta. The cut has been 
very carefully prepared, and in order to 
show his complexion and color, about 
which there have been so many dis- 
putes, accurately, we have gone to the 
expense of printing the entire edition on 
paper which shows these accurately. 
Extra copies can be had by applying 
to the publisher.” 























O’KEEFE'S 
Liquid Extract of Malt 


If you do not enjoy 
your meals and do not 
well, you need 
e’s Liquid Ex- 

tract of Malt. 
The Diastase in the 
Malt aids digestion, and 
the Hops insures sound 


One bottle every two 
days in doses of a wine- 
giassful after each meal 
and at bed-time will re- 
store your appetite, give 

ou refreshing sleep and 

ild up your general 
health. 


7’, LLOYD WOOD, Wholesale Druggist, 
General Agent. TORONTO 









.. Prescriptions 


ANDREW JEFFREY, 
Yonge and Carleton Streets. 





Goings 
Away? 


‘TAKE with you a few 
of the new Novels 
for the Rainy Day. 
A few of the latest are 













The Crossing 

The Silent Places 

The Bishop's Carriage 
The Grafters 


The Lightning Con- 
auctor 


By Snare of Love 


The Bain Book and 
Stationery Co. 
96 Yonge St., Toronto. 








Prettier Belt Buckles and Belt Pins 


have not been seen than those which 
it is our privilege to show this season. 

‘* Gibson Heads,” ** Floral,” ‘*Gre- 
cian,” and Antique designs form a 
leading feature so far as design is 
concerned, whilst the variety and 
moderate prices make it easy for all 
tastes and fancies to get suited. 

Our Canadian, British and Provincial 
Souvenir also of a 


specimens are 


character that surpasses anything 


hitherto shown. 


B. & H. B. KENT, 


Diamond Merchants 


Y St t 
144 "Toronto. 





Comfortable 
Eye-Glasses 
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Our optical department is 
one of the best equipped in 
the city. Modern appliances 
anda skilful optician make it 
so. Although treatment is of 
such a high and modern order, 
our prices are regarded as the 
most reasonable. Let us fit 
you with glasses. 


WANLESS & CO. 


Established 1840 
168 YONGE STREET, Toronto. 
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Sir Tsaac Newton had just discovered 
gravity. a 

“T am now in a position,’’ he said, 
“to write for the comic papers.” 

Just then another apple hit him on 
the head. 


“Ugh!” exclaimed the first-class sea- 
son ticket, withdrawing as far as pos- 
sible into the corner of the pocket- 
book. “You're from a pawnshop!” 

“Suppose I am!" returned the 
pawn ticket, “I am the pawnbroker's 
one redeeming feature!’’ 


“So you have quit selling gold bricks 
and conducting bunco games,"’ said the 
old-time pal. “Yes,” answered Mr. 
Conne; “it is foolish to run around the 
streets picking up a thousand here or 
there. The thing to do now is to open 
an office and have people send you the 
money by mail.—Washington “Star.” 














We have them 


HUDNUT’S Preparations 

























THISTLE 


BRAND 


Canned Fish 


Kippered Herring 


Finnan Haddies 


Herring and Tomato 
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maa taceile),) 


melo. 








Are the best that 
are packed. 

Every package 
guaranteed. 
Best Dealers Sell Them. 


DELICIOUS 
CONFECTIONS ARE 


Chocolate Cream Bars 


Chocolate Wafers 
Milk Chocolate 


These Goods are Pure, Dainty and Nutritious. 


THE COWAN CO., LIMITED 


TORONTO. 





What? 


HUYLER’S Confectionery 
HOUBIGAUNT’S Perfumes 


and so many other things 
you have been unable to 
procure elsewhere. 


Try a TUBE of our Cold Cream. 
venient for traveling, 25c. 


Phone Main 4600. 


W. H. Lee 


King Edward Drug Store 





We quickly 


help the busy 


| 

Eyes of busy people 

Rapi | 
Thorough . 

Accurate | 

Examination | 


The Culverhouse Optical Co., Limited | 


‘6 Richmond Street East 


THE CONFEDERATION LIFE BLDG. 
Phone M. 4556. Toronto. 








of the very latest novelties 
in dainty Jewelry at the 
JEWELRY PARLORS 


JAMES D. BAILEY 


75 Yonge St., Cor. King 


Wedding 
Cakes 


are unequalled for fine quality 
They 
are shipped by express to all 
Safe 


and artistic decoration. 


parts of the Dominion. 
arrival guaranteed. 
CATALOGUE FREE 


Ghe Harry Webb Co. 


LIMITED 


447 Yonge St., Toronto 














The Corset Specialty Co 


112 Yonge St. Toronto. 
1st Floor over Singer Office. 


Manufacturers of Corsets 
and Health Waists made 
to fit the figure by expert 
designers. eight weight 
with strong, pliable bon- 
ing. Hose supporters 
attached. 


Imported Corsets alwaysin stock. 
Sas as 
e of corsets neathy 
Reliable agents wanted, 

















Lever’s Y-Z (Wise Head) Disinfectant Soap 
Powder dusted in the bath softens the 
water at the same time that it disinfecte. 16 














Face << 
Massage 


Is given inits perfection, 
and in the most modern 
and scientific manner 
at The Pember Store. 
This department is 
under the personal care 
of an expert. 


No apprentices, learners nor amateurs 
are permitted to experiment upon our 
patrons. 


We aim to give the best service by the 
best operators to the best people. And 
we do It. 


The Pember Store 


127-129 YONGE STREET. 


Hair-Dressing. 
Face Massage. 
Hair Dyeing. Scaip Treatments. 


—~— 


JAHN & SON 


73% KING STREET WEST 





Wavy Hair 
It is not every woman who is the 
possessor of natural wavy hair in 
abundance. 


Dorenwend’s 
Wavy Switches 
fill a want and can 
prevailing style. 
Write us for our catalogue—it’s 
free. 


The Dorenwend @. 


of Toronto, Limited 


103 & 105 Yonge Street 


Shirt Waists 
Only experience and 
the best facilities can 
create in perfect taste 
the elaborate and ar- 
tistic combinations of 
laces, chiffons, crepe 
de chene, etc., that 
go to form the perfect 
Evening Waist. 
Our Waists are now 
widely known, and 
are unique in their 
careful finish and per- 
fect taste. We keep 
all the latest New 
York designs, and 
adapt them. to _the 
individual figure. 


M. FRANKLIN 


Tel. Main 175. 11% Richmond West 


L. A. STACKHOUSE 
MANICURING and CHIROPODY 
For ladies, gentlemen and children. Corns, bunions, 
ingrowing nails, and all foot troubles 

treated, Telephone for appointments Main 1880. 
166 King St. West (Opposite Princess Theater) 


be worn in the 


























A n Impromptu of Nemesis 


= 


EFFERTS, I ran across a 
Ss plot for you over in Swit- 
. zerland. Yes, thank you, 


I will. Good brand, this.’ 

After five years of 

newspaper and magazine 

work, Lawrence Lefferts had ceased to 
be sanguine as to the value of the 
copy which invariably followed the 
above statement. However, he con- 
cealed his scepticism under a patient 
smile, as he refilled the glasses of his 
two guests at a haphazard supper 
in his room in the Rue Vallette. That 
morning he had stumbled by accident 
on Horace Whiton, his old chum at 
Yale, and for several months he had 
had a propinquity friendship with the 
other man, Charles Barstow, whose 
studio was on the floor above. His 
landscapes had been widely noticed at 
the last Salon. 

“Good!”” he 
are all right. 
Have one, Whiton? 
old man.” 

“T¥s a beastly tragic yarn,” he be- 
gan apologetically. “Perhaps I ought 
not to play kill-joy, but the experience 
has gripped me fiercely. It surely has 
dramatic possibilities.” 

“Go on, we'll stand for the tragedy,” 
puffed Lefferts. 

“Well, I met a chap this summer 
whom the devil has turned down,” be- 
gan Whiton. Then he deposited his 
glass on the table and drew back into 
the shadow, leaving the other men's 
faces in sharp relief under the light 
of a hanging lamp. “I'll call him 
Brown. We met on the jerky cog- 
wheel train running from Interlaken 
up to Grindelwald. Either of you ever 
been there?” p 

“Queer!” said Lefferts, glancing to- 
ward Barstow, who answered tersely: 

“T have. Some time ago, though. 
Ripping valley.” m9 

“Barstow’s best Salon painting was 
a, Grindelwald scene,” Lefferts ex- 
plained. : 

“Oh,” said Whiton, stopping for an- 
other glass of wine. ‘‘Yes,” he con- 
tinued musingly; “ripping valley. W ell, 
I found Brown had been settled on a 
ranch out in Wyoming ever since the 
Spanish War. He was one of Roose- 
velt’s Rough Riders, built on stalwart 
lines, but now so thin that I wanted 
to put a tube in his mouth and blow 
him out where he belonged. We were 
both in for escaping fashion and the 
excruciating American-tourist voice, 50 
we shunned the Baer and put up ata 
comfortable hotel filled with real Ger- 
mans from Germany and patois Ger- 
mans and French from Berne and the 
provinces. We entered into a partner- 
ship for climbing—a convenient ar- 
rangement. One pays a lot of money 
to do some pretty hard work, but one 
pays less when one shares the guides. 

“We got to know each other rather 
well in a surface sort of way, though 
he was deuced close-mouthed until 
the night we spent in the Gleckstein 
Hut on our way up their show moun- 
tain, the Wetterhorn. We were talking 
about the accident last summer when 
two Englishmen and their guides were 
killed by lightning the instant they 
reached the sammit. Brown said: 

“ ‘Whiton. I wish the lightning would 
do for me that way if you might es- 
cape.’ 

“What's up, Prown?’ I asked. 

“‘Oh, nothing!’ he answered. ‘At 
least nothing I can tell you to-night. 
But if anything should happen, send 
word to my sister that I “laid me down 
with a will,” and then tuck me out of 
sight in that little cemetery down by 
the church.’ 

“‘Good Lord, man!’ I said; ‘cheer 
up! Don’t be so damned morbid!’ 

“One's first big mountain is a great 
experience Even Brown was keen 
about it in the morning, and post- 
poned shuffling off till some less ab- 
sorbing moment. But the day after the 
descent of the Wetterhorn, we climbed 
to the Aellfluh, and there the demon 
of unrest settled down on him again. 

““Come, tell me what’s the matter, 
Brown,’ I said. ‘We are partners for 
climbing; why not for this?’ 

“He hesitated a moment, and then 
began. He said he thought telling me 
of his trouble might make him feel 
better. Although he had not spoken 
of it since it happened, two years be- 
fore, there had been no hour, waking 
or sleeping, when it had not sapped 
at his strength. He held out his thin 
arm, and told me he once had muscles 
like iron. Of course it was a woman, 
and, of course, she was the most won- 
derful creature God ever made. He 
didn’t think he had much chance, but 
when he went to say good-bye before 
joining his regiment, they wandered 
out into the woods together and there 
confessed their love. 

“The next morning they were mar- 
ried quietly at her home, and at noon 
he left. He bore a charmed life in 


said. ‘‘Those cheroots 
Better try one, Barstow. 
Now fire away, 
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had come home one day to find the 
house empty. He called and called. 
Off in the distance he saw a black 


battle, and when he returned, he took 
her to the big ranch he had bought. 
There they had their home and each 
other, and, as he said, lived as near 
heaven as people can on earth. The 
only blot on their perfect happiness 
came when he had to go away to sell 
his cattle, sometimes leaving her alone 
with the dogs, but she wasn’t gun-shy 
and knew no fears. His sister and one 
or two men friends visited them, but 
that was all, except for an occasional 
cowboy and Brown’s Indian herdsmen. 


“When he had reached this point in 
the story, he sprang up, walked away 
from me, and stood looking over to- 
ward the Jungfrau for several minutes. 
Then coming back, he threw himself at 
my feet, and said: 


“She died! that’s all! It seems he 


spot. He ran toward it and it came to 
meet him. It was his big setter, Rab. 
The dog threw himself on Brown, as 
mad as the man, and then bounded 
on toward the river, barking furiously. 
There were her tiny shoes and her hat 
on the bank. She had probably gone 
in wading, and sometimes she fainted. 
The body was never found, and, after 
the first, Brown was glad. How he 
reached the nearest settlement and told 
his story, he never knew. He lay ill 
for weeks. That winter he spent hor- 
ribly alone. Last year he had a bad 
typhoid fever, and his sister went west 
and fairly drove him over here to re- 
You sge, he is one of the 
when they get love— 
God help them!—get it to the finish, 
and he brooded all the time over 
his imaginary guilt in taking her out 
valley, and 
meet her 


cuperate. 
few of us who, 


Big Horn 
alone to 


to that wild 
leaving her there 
death.” 

Whiton paused so long that Lefferts 
asked: 

“Ts that the end?” 
vigorously, his eyes fixed on a 
Indian god on the mantel. 

“Oh, no,’”’ answered Whiton, as he 
poured himself out a glass of brandy; 
“T wish it were. But the story is only 
fairly begun. It’s when a man’s down 
that the devil gets his innings, con- 
found it all! After this talk we got 
to be better friends, and I grew rather 
keen about putting him on his legs 
again. But there were many setbacks. 
Once we met one of those lugubrious 
funeral processions of peasants, and 
that gave him a bad hour or two, and 
the very day after, the blow fell. 

“We started out to walk to the 
Obere Gletscher, but at the church- 
yard gate Brown stopped short. 

“‘T'’m going in here,’ he said; ‘I 
want to see the graves of those Eng- 
lishmen and their guides. 
mind?’ 

“T did, but I knew it was wiser to 
say nothing and follow Brown inside. 
It’s a gruesome place. The garish 
metal and beaded wreaths are bad 
enough, but the human bones scat- 
tered around in a country where land 
is cheap are the limit. We sauntered 
around, reading the curious inscrip- 
tions and stopping to take in the mag- 
nificent view of the Fischerhoerner and 
the Untere Gletscher, when I heard 
Brown say in a voice that froze my 
blood: 

““My God! 
there!’ 

“My eyes followed his shaking finger 
and read on a tiny white marble cross 
only a woman’s name, an_ English 
name: ‘Ray de Forrest Russell.’ 

“T thought Russell—I’ve given away 
his real name now, but it doesn’t mat- 
ter—I thought Russell would fall, but 
he saved himself by gripping my arm. 
For a moment I was dazed; then the 
Ray got on to my nerves. 

“Brace up, old man!’ I said. 
only a ghastly coincidence.’ 

“*The whole name is my wife’s,’ he 
gasped. ‘There couldn’t be two, could 
there?’ 

“““Of course there could,’ I answered, 
‘and we must prove it. Let’s find the 
parson.’ 

“T did the talking and explained that 
we wanted to ask about the stone. 

“*Yes, that dear young lady,’ he 
answered. Then he told us how sad 
her death had been, just as winter was 
coming on. She had been failing all 
suramer, and her husband’s best efforts 
could not save her. In their perfect 
happiness they had had little room for 
outsiders, but the Herr Pastor and his 
wife had probably known them bet- 
ter than anyone else. 

“He stopped abruptly and asked: 

“Ts she related to you gentlemen? 
You are English, too?’ 

“T began to feel queer. God only 
knows why. It sounded enough like 
mistaken identity. I explained that we 
thought it might be my friend’s sister, 
as the names were the same. Russell 


Barstow smoked 
little 


Do you 


Whiton, my God! look 


T's 


The Politician 


Though his duties in Parliament cause a great 
strain. 
He is able to keep both his body and brain 


In the best of condition, the whole session 
through ; 

He takes Abbey's Salt and commends It to 
you 


Brain workers know the pen- 
alty of ill-health. Let the bowels 
become clogged—the liver slug- 

gish—the stomach upset—tne blood impure—and 
that ‘‘tired, overworked" feeling steals over the 


brain 


ABBEY’S SALT clears the brain by cleans- 


ing the system. 


to do natural work in nature's own way. 


It sets stomach, liver and bowels 


It is the 


ideal blood purifier—the perfect stomachic—the 


unfailing liver regulator. 


Abbey’s Effervescent Salt 


The Premier Tonic Laxative 
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— at me dully, not comprehend- 
ng. 
“Mr. de Forrest?” inquired the par- 
son. 

“I saw I had made a break, and 
answered quickly: 

““*No, Russell. She married her cou- 
sin. The family did not approve.’ 

“Russell broke in, white to his lips: 

“What did she look like—this Mrs. 
Russell? For God’s sake, show me 
her picture if you can.’ 

“*Portunately that is possible,’ said 
the parson. ‘Excuse me one moment.’ 

“While he was out of the room I 
passed my arm around Russell’s shoul- 
ders as if he were a woman. 

“ ‘Courage!’ I said; ‘in a moment you 
will find it is all a hideous mistake.’ 

“*Yes, I know,’ he answered grimly, 
‘but I’ve got to have the proof.’ 

“The parson came back. 

“ ‘She gave this little picture of their 
chalet to my wife the week before 
her death,’ he said. ‘Her husband is 
here as well as she.’ Without more 
words he passed the photograph to 
Russell. 

“God! God!’ he muttered, hoarsely, 
and I never want to see a worse face 
on a man. He pluckily gripped hold 
of a table till the bit of cardboard fell 
from his unnerved fingers. Then he 
sank into a chair and hid his face in 
his hands.” 

There was another pause in Whiton’s 
tale. He and Lefferts drained their 
glasses. Barstow sat, his eyes narrowed 
to pin-points, puffing enormous clouds 
of smoke toward the little Indian god. 

“Of all devilish hard lots!” Lefferts 
finally ejaculated. “Go on!” 

“Well, the parson told us all he 
knew. The man and his wife had come 
to Grindelwald two summers before, 
and taken the little chalet. It was 
evidently their honeymoon. They kept 
apart from English and American peo- 
ple, and lived what the parson called 
‘a little idyll of their own.’ She clung 
to the man desperately as a latent 
disease won its way. He had the best 
doctors from Berne and Interlaken, but 
it was no use. In her awful fear of 
death she had sought the parson. It 
had seemed to him she had some 
weight on her mind of which she could 
not bring herself to speak. At last he 
was summoned one night to find her al- 
most gone—the man wild with grief. 
‘Pray, for God’s sake, pray,’ he kept 
erying, and the parson did his best to 
quiet him. As he told us the story 
his voice grew troubled. 

“Who is Arthur?’ he demanded sud- 
denly, and I pointed to Russell. 

“*T thought it possible,’ he contin- 
ued. ‘At the very last when her hus- 
band held her, begging her piteously 
not to leave him, with the superhuman 
strength which comes to the dying she 
raised herself suddenly from his arms 
and called: 

“««Arthur! Arthur! Arthur!” then 
fell back, dead. And I knew Arthur 
was not her husband’s name.’ 

“Russell was sobbing, his face still 
hidden. It was a pretty tough blow 
for a physical wreck like him. I 
thanked the Herr Pastor as best I 
could, learned the location of the 
chalet, and then got Russell back to 
the hotel.” 

“Did he tell you the name of the 
man, and could he explain her deceit?” 
asked Lefferts. 

“No, he wouldn’t tell me,’’ answered 
Whiton promptly. “It seems, though, 
that the man had been his best friend, 
had visited him that summer, and 
then left for San Francisco on a rov- 
ing trip around the world. Russell hai 
feared he must have met death, as a 
letter he wrote came back from the 
man’s banking address unopened. Think 
of the scoundrel’s nerve in taking the 
name of the friend he had betrayed. I 
asked Russell what he would do if he 
found him, and he said: 

“ ‘Tf he were with her, I’d shoot him 
like the cur he is, but now I can’t 
forget that she died in his arms and 
he had to hear that last cry of hers. 
I must think. When I find him, I shall 
know.’ 

“Two days later he was taken ill with 
a chill, and I brought him on to Berne. 
By the time he reached the hospital, he 
was out of his head. It’s a bad brain 
fever, and the doctor’s don’t give 
much hope. I’m going back as soon as 
I turn off a little business here. Mean- 
while you may be able to make fic- 
tion out of this bit of truth, Lefferts.” 

“Thank you,” said Lefferts, filling his 
pipe deliberately; ‘“‘thank you. But 
I'll have to see how he comes out first. 
1 don’t want to practice vivisection on 
your friend.” 

Barstow filled a champagne glass 
with brandy, and drank it down. Then 
he rose. 

“Good night, Lefferts,’’ he said, sim- 
ply. “Good night, Mr. Whiton. Your 
story has given me the shivers. I’m 
too poor company to trespass on you 
longer. No, don’t trouble, Lefferts—I 
am used to feeling my way upstairs 
when our economical landlady leaves 
the hall ih darkness. Good night.” 

When he had gone, Whiton stood 
perfectly still, staring at the fire. Lef- 
ferts put away some of the dishes, 
then came and slapped him on the 
shoulder. 

“Wake up!” he said. ‘“You’ve got 
the shivers, too. Let’s drown them in 
a stiff highball.” 

But the intent look in his friend’s 
eyes held him. Whiton pointed to the 
ceiling. Up and down, up and down, 
sounded the tread of feet. 

“He often does that,” said Lefferts. 
“He must have a skeleton somewhere.” 
“He has,” said Whiton curtly. “Is 
it possible you don’t know I've been 
operating a soul-screw all this even- 
ing? Do you think I slashed into a 
friend’s heart to give you a plot?” 
“What in hell do you mean?” de- 
manded Lefferts. Then, in a moment: 


“Not that!" He, too, pointed to the 
ceiling. 

“Yes, that!” 

“My God! How his sin has found 
him out! Are you sure?” 


“Russell’s ravings gave away 
name, and I saw the picture. I recog- 
nized him instantly. Nemesis surely 
brought me to your room to-night. The 
plot scheme, of course, was a fake. I 
don’t serve up my friends for copy. T 
started in fer my own private bit of 
revenge on Russell's account, but when 


the 


I saw his wonderful nerve I had to 
give the poor devil a fighting chance.” 
—Harriet Gaylord, in ‘Town Topics.” 





A Food With Silver Service. 





In reducing the very best elements 
of Canada’s best wheat to the most 
nutritious and palatable form, Orange 
Meat has scored a distinct triumph 
among Canadian housekeepers. ‘We 
do not tire of it,” says Mrs. T. Reid, 
Southampton, Ont. Aside from the 
merit of the cereal, your grocer will 
show you a coupon which is enclosed 
in every 15 cent package. These cou- 


pons, for the balance of the year, can 
be redeemed in heavy silver-plated tea 
and dessert spoons, handsome sugar 
shells and butter knives. The coupons 
give full information and directions 
concerning the premiums. 


Mr. C.—What 
my dear? 

Mrs. C.—I have just been reading the 
old love-letters you sent me before we 
were married. 

Mr. C.—That’s funny. 
ing them myself the 
they made me laugh. 


are you crying about, 


I was read- 
other day and 


{ complete cure resulted, so I concluded 


| 
| 
| 
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Enter the Brunette. 





T is universally admitted that there 
was once a time when an abun- 
dant coiffure of golden hair was 
a thing without which no really 

self-respecting heroine was considered 
properly equipped. It was compared by 
the poetically-minded to the sun-kissed 
corn in August, to a sunset on the 
Matterhorn, and by the less lyrically 
inclined to the yellow sands at Mar- 
gate. 

But it is a recognized law of nature 
that a demand creates a supply, and in 
due course there came along the fake- 
ment vendor, and thereafter the beau- 
teous ox-eyed maiden (as mentioned 
by blind old Homer) was transformed 
into the peroxide lady, who has formed 
so conspicuous a feature of Our so- 
called twentieth century. In the eyes 
of some, the peroxide lady was pre- 
sumably a thing of beauty, if not a joy 
forever, and it is only fair to recognize 
the great amount of time and trouble 
which was involved, first in starting, 
and then in keeping up the golden halo 
which was the distinguishing mark of 
the Peri from the Peroxide Paradise. 

But, alas! the weariful world is 
fickle, and wavers in its allegiance to 
éven the most alluring tashion, The 
comic papers and the low comedians 
took charge of the new shade of gold21 
hair, until it began to require courage 
as well as time, trouble and money 
to acquire the tint which was the dis- 
tinguishing mark of dwellers within 
the peroxidal parterres. Perhaps. the 
most decisive blow to the popularity 
of the peroxide Blonde was struck by 
the bland bit veracious butler, who, 
in reply to the question, “Had the 
lady dark hair?” responded cautiously, 
“Well, sir, dark at the roots!” 

At any rate, whatever the immediate 
cause may be, the blonde is beginning 
to realize the truth of the hymn which 
says, “Swift to its close ebbs out life's 
little dye,” and the dark-eyed beauty, 
and even mere the medium chestnut 
girl (with soft grey eyes), is beginning 
tc wake up to the fact that she is hav- 
ing a genuine innings. 





Health Culture’s Tension. 





We live and move by counts of ten— 
Health culture’s hopeful maids and men. 
At daybreak when our waking eyes 
Look out upon the world we rise 

And fill our lungs with pure ozone, 
Defiate, and then inflate again, 
Repeating, in a measured tone, 

The tally, till we come to ten; 

For ten deep breaths are held the best 
To broaden and enlarge the chest. 


Ten rubs upon the cranium 
Imduce the lagging hair to come; 
Then up and, down one puts the weights 
Until ten lifts he calculates; 

Ten circles with the Indian clubs; 
The foils—count ten, then haste to plunge 
Ten seconds in the waiting tubs, 

Then ten more seconds with the sponge; 
Ten minutes rubbing down, and then 
Into our clothes, by counts of ten. 


At breakfast, which is nuts and fruit, 
Ten chews to every bite compute; 
Count ten before you take the next 
And eat with countenance unvexed, 
Then forth to do your daily toil— 

Ten steps each time that you inhale, 
Ten to exhale—health culture’s Hoyle 
Says such a system cannot fail. 

At work the most successful men 
Perform each act by counts of ten. 


At luncheon, which is fruit and nuts, 
One counts to ten each time he shuts 
His teeth upon a healthful bite, 

Then ten to chew, and he’s all right; 
Ten minutes’ rest, then back to work, 
Reflecting on one’s growing strength 
And how the little muscles lurk 

Until by tens they bulge at length. 
When work is done—we ride home then, 
But pay our fares in counts of ten. 


A dinner—which is nuts and fruit, 
Arranged in heaps of ten to suit— 
Then we may settle down to read 

Ten pages of some healthful screed; 
Ten minute stunts of exercise 

We take with bells and clubs again, 
Until the clock, health culture wise, 

Is heard serenely striking ten. 

’Tis then we lock and bolt the doors 
And woo our ten health culture snores, 








Gift From English Royalty. 





The Princess of Wales, whose pet 
name with the English is “The Prin- 
cess of the Poor,” has sent to a young 
woman in Chicago, Miss Florence Cole, 
a beautiful photograph of herself and 
the Prince, framed in Australian san- 
dal-wood. 

Miss Cole was visiting Melbourne 
when the Prince and Princess of 
Wales were there, and had the good 
fortune to meet them at a luncheon 
given by Lady Tennyson. Miss Cole 
sketches beautifully in water colors, 
and also is an authority on jonquil 
culture, two things that the Princess of 
Wales is proficient in, and as the 
Australian floriculturists were con- 
gratulating themselves on a new, very 
full and graceful “paper” daffodil, in 
which the Princess was interested, she 
showed her pleasure in meeting a 
young woman who was simpatica on 
her favorite subjects. 

The photograph of the Princess 
shows her standing, robed in a dress 
of white Indian lace, one of those 








Two Steps. 


The Last @ne Helps the First. 


A sick coffee drinker must take two 
steps to be rid of his troubles and get 
strong and well again. 

The first is to cut off coffee abso- 
lutely. 

That removes the destroying ele- 
ment. The next step is to take liquid 
food (and that is Postum Food Coffee) 
that has in it the elements nature re- 
quires to change the blood corpuscles 
from pale pink or white to rich red, 
and good red blood builds good strong 
and healthy cells in place of the broken 
down cells destroyed by coffee. With 
well boiled Postum Food Coffee to 
shift to, both these steps are easy and 
pleasant. The experience of a Georgian 
proves how important both are. 

“From 1872 to the year 1900 my wife 
and I had both been afflicted with sick 
or nervous headache and at times we 
suffered untold agony. We were cof- 
fee drinkers and did not know how to 
get away from it, for the habit is hard 
to quit. 

“But in 1900 I read of a case similar 
to ours where Postum Coffee was 
used in place of the old coffee and a 





to get 


ory 


some and try it. 
he result was, after three days’ 
use of Postum in place of the coffee I 
never had a symptom of the old trouble 
and in five months I had gained from 
145 pounds to 163 pounds. 
‘My friends asked me almost daily 
what wrought the change. My answer 
always is, leaving off coffee and drink- 
ing Postum in its place. 
“We have many friends who have 
been benefited by Postum. 
“As to whether or not I have stated 
the facts truthfully I refer you to the 
Bank of Carrollton or any business 
firm in that city where I have lived for 
many years and am _ well known.” 
Name given by Postum Co., Battle 
Creek, Mich, 
“There’s a reason.” 
Look in each package for the famous 
little book, “The Road to Wellville.”’ 





gowns of royal tenure which come to 
royalty every year and which resemble 
ivory carving. Prince Eddy is stand- 
ing by her side in a sailor’s dress of 
white serge and blue collar. The pho- 
tograph has all the charm of a house 
view of the Princess and is less con- 
ventional than those to which the pub- 
lic is accustomed, for of course this, 
being a private gift to an individual, 
will not be published. 

Unlike the stories about her, the 
Princess of Wales is neither stiff nor 
haughty. She has grown more con- 
ventional as the years. bring her 
nearer to her possible occupancy of 
the throne, and those “in the know” 
say she has always wished to be Queen 
of England. But privately her friends 
say she is the same amiable, lovable, 
charitable woman she was when as a 
girl of 14 she would carry flowers 


made by herself into posies to the hos- 
pitals and the alms-houses to the sick 
and to the poor. 


Sold ready for the picnic 
hampcr—spread on 
bread and eat.—Tasty, 
— delicate —nourishing. 
CLARK’S 
POTTED HAM 
‘BEEF 


_ TURKEY 
- GAME 


ALSO MANY OTHER VARIETIES 


Good Grocers 
| sell them, 


W. CLARK, Manufacturer, MONTREAL. 
7 


Cane’s 
Wash- 
boards 
Pails 
Tubs 
Clothes- 
pins 


Absolutely the 
est made ::: 


Your Grocer sells 
them. 














HEADACHE 


Neuralgia and Nervousness cured quickly by 


AJAX HARMLESS HEADACHE 


AND NEURALGIA CURE 
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Sunlight Soap will not 
burn the nap off woolens 
nor the surface off linens. 


SUNLIGHT 


O REDUCES 
EXPENSE 
Ask fer the Octagon Bar. ane 








COX’S 


INSTANT 
POWDERED 


GELATINE 


A Delightful Novelty. 


The_ most rapidly dis-olv- 
ing Gelatine ever produced. 
Clear in solution, of great 
strength, and always uniform. 
For quick handling it is 
unequalled. Requires no 
soaking It dissolves in- 
stantly on hot water bein 
applied. Saves time an 
labour. 


Always Trustworthy. 


It is the same Gelatine as 
Cox’s Sparkling Gelatine but 
in a finely powdered form. 


Agents for Canada— 
©. E. COLSON & SON, Montreal. 
D. MASSON & Co., Montreal. 
ARTHUR P. TIPPET & Co. 
Toronto, St. John’s, N.B,, and 
Montreal. 

























Clothed in Air 


**Aertex’’ Cellular 
Underwear... 


Outing Shirts, Pyjamas, etc., from 75c. to 


Ask for illustrated Price List. 





Wreyford & Co., 


Dominion Agents Wholesale & Retail 
85 King Street West. 


MASSAGE 


The Art of Massage (General and Facial) Electro 
M e, Swedish movements, and the Nauheim 
method of treatment for diseases of the heart taught 
and administered. Patients treated at our office or at 
their residence as desired. References the leading 
physicians of Toronto. 


Mr. and Mrs. W. R. Forbes 


155 ROBERT ST. *Phone N. 16 




















YOU CAN’T st 
BE HAPPY 


while your feet ache. They 
won't if you wear Dr. Reed’s 
Cushion Shoes for men 
$5.00 pair at 


BLACHFORD’S 
114 Yonge Street. 











5 MARRY, BOCTOR or despair. **Don’t 
DON T do a thing” till you see clearly what s 
best by aid of Flash! on Human 


———== Nature, on health, disease love, mar- 
riage and tage. Tells what you'd ask a doctor, 


No heart depression. Greatest cure ever discovered, | but don’t like to. 240 pages, illustrated, 25 cents; 


Take no other, 10c and asc. 
Austin & Co., Si 


imcoe, Ont. 
satisfied. 


KAY’S | 


All deal i but to introduce it we sei 
Money Cask Om | postage, 10 cents. M. MILL PUB. CO., 129 East 


The Home of Summer Furniture | 


one only to any adult for 


28th Street, New Work. 


KAY’S 


O confident are we that our assortment of Summer Furniture 

S has noparallel in stocksanywhere else that we invite a visit from 
everyone who is adding to any extent whatever tosummercomforts 
in the home—in the country—or by the seaside. In Chairs of all kinds, 
so lazily ‘comfortable, for verandah or lawn, we have an endless 
variety. {In Forest Green ‘Bedroom Furniture we show something 

' that Is really unique and fitted for the summer cottage. We can help 
to make the summerfhome just as comfortable as any other place— 
and everything of a thoroughly summer-like character -—comfort 


and taste always studied. 


CHINESE SPLIT BAMBOO 
VERANDAH BLINDS 


Here is a blind that shuts out the sunshine when 


you 
air. 
summer use anywhere. 
reach of everyone. 


rant it shut out, but at no time shuts out the fresh 
It is a cleverly constructed blind for verandah or 

The price makes it within the 
Just note these figures—showing 


how little it costs to do your home with these bamboo 


blinds. 


Chinese Split Bamboo Verandah Blinds, 
sizes 4 ft. x 6 ft., 50c. ; 4x 8, GOc. ; 6x6, 
75c.; 8x6, 90c.; 8x8, $1.25; 10x8, 


$1.50 ; 12 x 8, $2.00. 


We are sending Summer Furniture these days to 


points far and near from Toronto. 


Mail orders have 


very careful and: prompt attention. 


JOHN KAY, 


SON & CO. 


Limited 


36-38 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO. 
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“King Baby Reigns” 


Baby’s Own Soap 


A Soap worthy of Baby—therefore 
good enough for any skin. 


Pure, Fragrant, Cleansing 


Albert Toilet Soap Co., Mfrs. 


MONTREAL. 
No other soap has all its qualities. 310 


ABSOLUTE 
SECURITY, 


Genuine 


Carter’s 
Little Liver Pills. 


Must Bear Signature of 


a 


See Fac-Simile Wrapper Below. 





(CARTERS ron orzziness. 


FOR BILIOUSNESS. 


FOR TORPID LIVER. 
; ire FOR CONSTIPATION. 


FOR SALLOW SKIN. 
FOR THE COMPLEXION 


GENUINED MUST nave SONATURE, 


af ties | Purety Vor oot 
CURE SICK HEADACHE. 
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SIGNIFIES 





SUPERB AL’ 
INVIGORATING PORTER 
DELICIOUS HALF-AND-HALF 


Coscrave Brewery (o. 


NIAGARA ST., TORONTO 


And of all License Holders 
Telephone Park 140 


Lovers of Antique and 
High-Class Furniture will 
be well rewarded if they 
pay a visit to our premises. 

There they will find an 
assortment of the choicest 
specimens of Genuine An- 
tiques that have ever been 
collected together. 


B. M. & T. Jenkins 


422-424 YONGE ST. 


OSTEOPATHY 


ROBT. B. HENDERSON, 0.0, 
48 Canada Life Building. 
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SPECIALIST IN 


Chronic and Nervous 


DISEASES 


Literature Seat en Appiicatien. 
CONSULTATION FREE. "Phone Main 3642 






















































































































































should wallow in superlatives anent 
the ‘‘Inside Inn,’”’ which is perhaps the 
most wonderful of its class on earth. 
Corridors, eight miles in extent, bordered 
on either side by cubicles, ten-by- 
twelve and over, encircling innumer- 
able tiny courts, in some of which 
have been left the huge forest oaks of 
the erstwhile park; corridors, corri- 
dors, corridors, dim, narrow, long to 
distraction, form the Inside Inn. My 
room was No. 4,532, and there were 
nearly two thousand higher figured! 
Ceiled with green painted canvas, 
papered in deep cool green, shaded with 
boughs of living oak foliage, where 
birds built unawed and sang insou- 
ciant, it was a cool little nest of a 
place, and if you want sweet sleep, 
commend me to the pine needle mat- 
tress which upheld my weary frame 
each all-too-short night. Each end of 
each corridor gives upon the open air 
with steps and balconies, and planted 
square across the exit stand a comfort- 
able wicker arm chair and a big spit- 
toon. In the chair sits a slim Khaki- 
clad youth, who divides his attention 
between the spittoon and the dim long 
corridor. There are no bells to dis- 
turb the peace of the Inside Inn, but 
beside the door of your cubicle you 
see a cord hooked on a knob. A little 
higher up on your door frame are other 
knobs, and to bring the boy you 
simply raise the hook to one of these 
knobs, when a semaphore falls from 
your transom across the corridor and 
the boy obeys its silent beckon. The 
comfort of his quick response to this 
primitive signal somewhat reconciled 
me to the fact that my room was just 
a quarter of a mile from the office, 
main entrance and dining-room. Ah! 
that dining-room! There was the per- 
fection of system, the plethora of good, 
wholesome food, and considering the 
usual exhibition tariff, the modesty of 
charges! Fancy, if you can, fifteen 
hundred hungry people dining at one 
time without more than half the delay 
of our restaurant service. And fancy 
the relays mounting in cafe and dining- 
room to. five thousand on Sunday 
evening, and no grumbling! Two thou- 
sand intelligent men, women, boys and 
“colossi’ (these last carefully handle 
trunks), serve the lodgers in the ‘In- 
side Inn,’ and the system seemed as 
near perfection as one can get. I am 
not under the smallest obligation to 
tell of the merits of the place, but as 
one who has often suffered from want 
of them, I gladly note what pleased 
me. When dinner was over it was a 
sight to see the whole community 
empty the rotunda, and dragging 
rockers and rush chairs group them- 
selves on the enormous’ boarded 
plateau before the deep verandah. 
There, rocking and resting before the 
evening sortie, were folks from _ all 
States, Dominions, Kingdoms, Empires 
—the smart Italian and his slim wife, 
the portly German,the delicate Oriental, 
the courtly attache from Paris, the 
Vancouverite, the Texan, the Cali- 
fornian, in all the glory of a delegates’ 
badge; twang from Vermont and 
drawl from Louisiana—it is well worth 
a trip to St. Louis to find a World's 
Congress like this, and rub elbows 
which may have become a trifle moss- 
grown, with folk of new flavor, and 
with manners and customs diverse and 
diverting. 

“Oh, they are just the same every 
time,’’ said one weary woman, speak- 
ing of the exhibits within the buildings, 
but they are far bigger and better at 
St. Louis than I have yet seen. And in 
the nature of change, they inter- 
est. King Edward’s sumptuous travel- 
ing railway coaches were in, the Trans- 
portation building. I sat in one train 
de luxe which was a nest of dove gray 
velours and silver gray brocade, crys- 
tal observatory and luxurious boudoir 
in one--a triumph of comfort in which 
the London & North-Western takes 
proper pride. And old shut-in China 
has opened out with a perfectly won- 
drous exhibit, illustrating with dogged 
self-esteem her weird, quaint method 
of making hard work harder. There 
is an elephant tusk, many feet long, 
sent by the Emperor, which consumed 
the labor of three lifetimes of perfect 
skill to carve. When you see it you'll 
know why. It oppresses with its con- 
viction of exquisite patience and deli- 
cate skill. There are all the ebony 
cabinets, splendid furniture and _ soft 
hued silks and embroideries you want 
to see in a lifetime, fans by the hun- 
dred, and so forth. 

The Japs are simply ubiquitous. I 
don't know how many exhibits they 
have, but always are they neat, smil- 
ing, courteous and to the front. ‘‘You 
are great fellows, in peace and in war,” 
said one. “And I hope you'll lick the 
life out of Russia.’” The little man 
looked down and shook his head. “I 
hope so too,” he said, but he did not 
seem a bit sure of it. 

The best thing at the Exhibition, 
even apart from its interest for Cana- 
Gians, is the Boer war spectacle. Ar 
immense piece of land has been fenced 
(equal probably to half of our Wood- 
bine race course) and a grandstand 
erected. On the veldt, backed by 
enough scenery to carry the illusion, are 
the Tugela and some other bits of Boer 
land. Buller and his men do the first 
act. Then, lo! from the roof of the 
grandstand a curtain falls and shuts 
in the audience while the veldt is set 
for the next scene. It was we who 
were behind the curtain, and it had a 
funny effect. A band plays at the back 
of the stand and the curtain rises to 
show the veldt and Paardeberg. Cana- 
dians find this a winner, and as the 
siege of old Cronje and his men pro- 
ceeds, as the flag of truce comes, and 
as Lord Roberts accepts Cronje’s sur- 
render, the interest grows, because it 
is very realistic and because = one 
knows that though Buller and Roberts 
are understudies, the real old dogged 
fighter Cronje will presently appear in 
person. He comes last, tramping 
across the veldt, between long 
lines of khaki troops, among 
whom were originally our own boys of 
Toronto. When he slouchingly pulled 
off his old straw hat to Lord Roberts, 
here and there in the big audience 
a man arose and yelled. One woman 
also yelled, as women call yelling. They 
were stared at by some, laughed at by 
others, and smiled at by the rest. Old 
men who were hard of hearing and had 
gotten a bit mixed, tried to get down 
to see “the real Lord Roberts.”” Women 
wished some one would shoot a poor 
horse which trailed grievously wounded 
and limping across the veldt, while its 
Australian rider walked mournfully 
looking at it. The horse limped and 
trailed until it got past the limelight, 
then the rider leaped into the saddle 
and away went the clever brute at a 
glad gallop. Yes, the Boer war is 
great, and you should see De Wet 
stampede the cattle, dodge the British 
army, and after leaping his horse 
twenty feet from a rock into the real 
water, emerge dripping and free, amid 
the cheers of all sorts and conditions 
of spectators! As an ardent Q. O. R. 
remarked: “It’s a bully show.” 

The private car which took the 
women guests of the C. P. R. to St. 
Louis on the sixteenth, was the scene 
of the formation of the first Canadian 
Women’s Press Club, of which Mrs. 
Blake Coleman (“Kit” of the ‘(Mail and 
Smpire’) was elected president. As I 
did not enroll myself among its mem- 
bers, I know little of what its aims 
are, but fancy it should be a useful and 
enjoyable institution for the women of 
the Canadian press. Certainly, if it 
fosters a study of journalistic ethics, 
and eliminates the possibility of cer- 





Y you friends who have lived 
long enough to have seen the 
first World’s Fair in Phila- 
delphia, the worth and the 


superfluities in such exhibi- 

tions will have been truly es- 
timated, and the interest will be real 
in what is worthy, while only a glance 
will go to the rest. Not comparison 
but evolution will be the thing you 
consider. The fair at St. Louis has 
the true ‘American’ ambition to be 
the “biggest’’—but it has it in a breezy 
Western way that does not offend. 
What is brag in the boudoir is natural 
loud-voicedness on the prairie, and the 
sweetest thing about the St. Louis Fair 
is the breadth and clearness of its 
atmosphere, the naivete and absence of 
commercialism, the lack of sordidness, 
the charm of the frank unconven- 
tional West, with the deliberateness of 
the South. This subtle difference de- 
lights the spirit a bit blase of “fairs,” 
and will be accepted as a fillip to the 
jaded appetite and an added charm to 
the palate which tastes for the first time 
the flavor of this world’s pot-pourri. 
Forest Park, St. Louis, was, three 
years ago, a place of silent glen, 
shaded woodland and slow purling 
stream. To-day one-half retains its 
sylvan quality, while on the other 
Stands the first great wonder of the 
new century. The little Pan at Buf- 
falo was not a wonder, but a pleasant 
toy. Its pretty lights and dashing 
cascade and noisy Midway and scorch- 
ing days are trifles, an episode of en- 
terprise between the Great White City 
on Lake Michigan and this immense 
thing in Forest Park, around which is an 
impassable fence, to be a Sabbath day 
exasperation to mankind, for the Fair 
was pronounced “shut” on Sundays by 
act of Congress. Just within the 
fence winds an electric railway, going 
here and there among the outermost 
exhibits as accommodatingly as if it 
were built in Prince Edward Island. 
For a time one circles around the 
1,200 acres of this wonderland, and sees 
in addling succession wild Indians, 
mining camps, Filipino settlements, 
“Jerusalem,’’ the Boers, with the 
slouching old fighter, Cronje; Cinga- 
lese, in their tortoiseshell combs and 
wrap-about garments; silent Indian 
servitors, in white turbans and snowy 
robes, flitting behind the carved 
jJalousies of their Indian tea house; 
the bit hoosie of Bobbie Burns, 
thatched and dimity-curtained, cheek 
by jowl with the Orientals aforesaid, 
und presently the subdued but mirthful 
glories of the pike. ‘Air you uns goin’ 
Gown the pike?’ says a soft, drawling 
voice, and one recognizes how apt is 
the local name for that turnpike of 
topsy-turvydom. It is a rather quiet 
pike as yet, full of lazily going folk. 
One misses the ‘‘walla-walla’”’ of the 
honey waffle man and the many dra- 
peries of the denizens of Cairo’s street, 
which used to flutter continuously at 
Buffalo and Chicago. Although three 
men were shot down the pike last week 
there isn’t the babel and bustle which 
obtained in former Midways. I never 
saw a better behaved and more pain- 
fully dec6rous crowd, than strayed up 
and down. It must be temperament. 
Down at the far end an Irish village, 
which knows not Aberdeen, is built. 
There is old Grandpa McKinley’s home 
in Ireland, a quaint cot, interesting to 
the majority of the sightseers of the 
Republic, and there is a pretty theater 
where it was essayed to reproduce 
those folk plays Yeats told us about 
last spring, but they did not “catch 
on” with the West, and some cheap 
little vaudeville is substituted with Mr. 
Twohey, the real Irish piper, and a 
party of real colleens and bhoys who 
dance the agile and decent old Irish 
steps in untheatrical and care-free 
style. We had a little hour in that 
theater while a matronly young per- 
son with a sweet voice sang the 
“Wearing o’ the Green,’ and a fat 
red-faced man wept copiously beside 
us, Which was really quite unneces- 
sary, as the thunderstorm outside was 
gently dropping on our best hats 
through the flimsy roof. The only 
thing which seemed to mar the effect 
of that little Irish theater was the 
abundance of star spangled banners 
that floated about. That flag, like the 
belt-clasp of a stout lady I know, 
never Keeps its place. 

One evening I went forth all alone 
(one should be all alone or with one 
congenial spirit) to wander about the 
huge grounds while the soft light of 
thousands up: n th: usands -f bulbs filled 
the night with a soft radiance like 
neither sun, moon nor starlight, a glow 
one always associates with these ex- 
hibitions, gentle, Warm, satisfying. 
What was three months ago a swamp 
is now the enchanting sunken garden 
in the midst of magnificent buildings— 
the Liberal Arts, with its deep delicious 
tinted frieze of soft rose color, and all 
the others, vast, silent cream-white, 
threaded with beads of mellow golden 
light. Flights of steps lead up from 
the sunken garden to the buildings on 
the heights, steps which now shine 
and glow in a wonderful ascent, il- 
luminated in some cunning way 
through their vitreous scala and ewer- 
changing in their tints. Fancy a 
flight of shimmering golden steps, a 
real via gloria, with a fairy pagoda 
away up on the edge of the hill at 
their summit,and while you gaze fascin- 
ated at their inspiring loveliness, with 
all its suggestion and uplifting, they 
change and lo! a blood-red way, glow- 
ing deep and cruel, till the soul of 
you shrinks and the eyes turn protest- 
ing from the shaking flood of carnage. 
Look again, and it might be the soul 
of Undine shining upon the stairway, 
for it beams faintly, sweetly, palely 
green! As I walked and watched, I 
realized that I was absolutely alone in 
the sunken garden. From afar was 
wafted the song of the gondoliers as 
they swayed to the oar. ‘“Filiculi-fili- 
cula,” and then the burst of chorus 
from the merry crowds who floated on 
the quiet lagoons. “Jammo, jammo, 
onward now we go.” But in all the long 
expanse of the sunken garden was no 
living soul—and it was but half-past 
eight of the sweet, enticing, exquisite 
Southern night. Just at the end of 
the Adamless Eden sat a pair of 
lovers—the man bending over the love- 
liest Southern face in the world, its 
dark eyes glowing, and its curved 
mouth half smiling at his low-toned 
words. And I stole away and left 
them in Paradise, glad that for their 
love-making they had chosen this per- 
fect environment. 

“Come and walk on the grape nuts,” 
said the man, and I turned from the 
sod to the pathway, made of baked 
Missouri clay, crumbled, red-brown, 
and so porous that the heavy rain had 
in fifteen minutes soaked out of sight. 
“Shall we go back to the ‘Inside Out’ 
for dinner?” (So do the profane call 
the caravansary which lies within the 
encircling fence of the Fair.) “Do let 
us try the Vienna Cafe and hear the 
Hungarian band.” I pleaded, and we 
did, ordering up the national “chefs- 
@’oeuvre’’ musical and gastronomic in 
great content. It was a success, that 
meal. Had not more graphic pens 
than mine already done the trick, I 















tain happenings of which I have lately 
heard, its advent comes none too soon. 
Among press women should obtain a 
loyalty and a charity and considera- 
tion which no circumstance could pos- 
sibly affect. And with such women as 
the gifted president, the brilliant vice- 
president, one of the. finest types of 
French women, and a loyal rank and 
file, the Women’s Press Club is bound 
to be a power in journalism. My non- 
membership is not at all due to lack 
of interest or non-assurance of worth, 
but from purely personal reasons which 
have nothing to do with the club, and 
which for the present influence me. 
My best wishes are respectfully offered 
to my dear friend “Kit” in her new 
dignity, and as for Mile. Barry, she is 
already queen of my heart in its 
French quarter section, and has my 
joyous congratulations. 

‘“‘Mes complements aussi” to the good 
magnates of the great railway for so 
practically demonstrating to me how 
easily and speedily one may travel to 
the St. Louis Exposition. It was a 
pretty attention to Canadian journal- 
ists, that trip to St. Louis, and one 
amply appreciated. None of the party 
but has pleasant gratitude to our C. 
P. R. for their kindness. 

LADY GAY. 





The Postmaster Grows Emphatic 





Believes Dodd’s Kidney Pills the Rignt 
Medicine for Kidney Trouble. 





T. H. Belyea, Postmaster of Lower Wind- 
sor, N.B., ¢ ndorses an Opinion Popular 
in all Parts of Canada 


Lower Windsor, Carleton Co., N.B., 
June 27 (Special).—T. H. Belyea, post- 
master here, has come out with an 
emphatic statement that is heartily en- 
dorsed by the great majority of people 
of this district. 

“T believe,” says the postmaster, 
“that Dodd’s Kidney Pills are the right 
medicine for Kidney Trouble and will 
do all that is claimed for them. 

“IT had been bothered with Kidney 
Trouble for years and tried several 
kinds of plasters and other medicines 
but did not get much lasting benefit. 
Then I tried Dodd’s Kidney Pills and 
would say they seem to have made a 
complete cure, as I feel as well as ever 
I did.” 

There are numerous’. people _ pre- 
pared to make statements like that of 
Postmaster Belyea, but the case of 
Kidney Disease that Dodd’s Kidney 
Pills will not cure has yet to be re- 
ported. 





Salada Ceylon Tea. 





P. C. Larkin, the Tea King of America. 


Last year there were only 13,000,000 
pounds of China tea consumed and 
240,000,900 pounds of Ceylon and India 
tea, which goes to show the increas- 
ing popularity of Ceylon tea. 


Briggs—That was a pretty hat your 
wife had on last Sunday. At least my 
wife said it was. 

Braggs—Yes; and it all came from 
my absent-mindedness that she got it. 

Briggs—How’'s that? 

Braggs—When I went home the other 
evening, thinking very intently about 
business, as I often do, I found my 
wife in the kitchen. Now, what did 
I do but hand the steak I was carry 
ing to my wife and kissed the cook! 
Of course she knew it was all a mis- 
take, but—oh, well, you know what 
women are. 

Briggs—Yes. 


“Well, did you get anything?” quer- 
ied the big tramp of the little tramp 
as the latter rejoined him after call- 
ing at a house close by. 

7. 

“How's that?” 

“IT made a blunder.” 

“In what way?” 

“Why, I told the woman I hadn't 
tasted beer for three days, and  be- 
fore I could change it for bread she 
had whistled for the dog and yelled 
for the police.” 


Jonah was relating the whale epi- 
sode. 

“No,” he remarked, “I didn’t mind it 
a bit; it was just at the time my wife 
was cleaning house.” 

Whereupon they 
happy refuge. 


envied him his 


a A LN 


Lively 70. 


Right Food Makes Young of the Aged. 





When one is lively and a _ hard 
worker at this age there is something 
interesting to tell and the Princeton 
lady who has passed this mark ex- 
plains how her wonderful health is 
due to the food she eats. 

“I am past seventy years of age and 
up to five years ago suffered terribly 
with chronic stomach trouble, heart 
disease, and was generally as weak as 
you will find sick old women of 65. At 
that time I began to use Grape-Nuts 
food and from the very first it began 
to build me up. Soon I came to a 
condition of perfect health because I 
can always digest this food and it is 
full of nourishment. All my heart and 
stomach troubles are gone. I soon 
gained between 15 and 20 pounds and 
have never lost it. I can now do a 
hard day's work. 

“Certainly this is the greatest food 
I ever struck. It gave me strength 
and ambition and courage and I try to 
do all the good I can telling people 
what it has done for me. Many of my 
neighbors use it and are doing fine. 

“T had the grip the latter part of the 
winter and for four weeks ate abso- 
lutely nothing but Grape-Nuts and 
came out of the sickness nicely. That 
will show you how strong and sturdy 
I am. Truly it is wonderful food to 
do such things for one of my age.” 


Name given by Postum Co., Battle 
Creek, Mich. 

Delicious, crisp, nutty flavored 
Grape-Nuts. Trial 10 days proves 


things. 
Get the little book, “The Road to 
Wellville,” in each package. 



























THE IDEAL BEVERAGE 


should quench the thirst, cheer and stimu- 
late and nourish or strengthen. 


LABATT’S 


India Pale Ale 


is well known as a pure and wholesome 
beverage, both refreshing and salubrious. 

You are invited to try it, and if found 
aoe to you to ask your merchant 
or it. 





The outward, general 
appearance of a brewery is a 
true indication of the methods 
followed within, 

Carling’s brewery is clean, tidy and always well 
kept—no cobwebs, murky corners, dusty shelves, 
tainted malt, sour kegs, etc., to be seen, as incommon 
breweries. 


The plant includes a perfect system of cold stor- 
age, modern machinery for cleansing bottles and 
kegs, and a large staff of skilled men devote their 
entire time to keeping everything spic and span, 

Ask for Carling’s Ale—accept no other, because no 
other is quite so good. 


Carling’s Ale 


The Ale that’s Always Pure 












does it 


Why should you burn fuel a long time before you start your cooking 
and keep a hot fire going a long time after you’re through? That is 
what you have to do with a coal range. With the 


Oxford Gas Range 


a match and a turn of the valve gives you immediate fire for boiling 
or frying. The same with the oven and broiler—they very quickly 
gain the proper heat. 

The Oxford Gas Range is ready for your cooking when you're ready 
and the fire is out the instant you’re through. 

Write for our leaflet or call at one of our agencies. 


The Gurney Foundry Co., Limited 
Toronto, Canada 


Montreal Winnipeg 


Vancouver 102 





DYSPEPSIA 


is common among business and professional men of 
sedentary habits or those subject to excessive mental 
strain. 


Vino Don Lorenzo 


The Marvellous Peruvian Wine Tonic 


is an excellent tonic for the digestive tract, and will 
prove most beneficial in all fgrms of Dyspepsia or 


Indigestion. H. ELLIOTT & CO., Agents. Toronto. 








You will be too, if you send your clothes here to be repaired, 
cleaned and pressed. Our weekly “ valet” service grows 
every day, because we never disappoint. Saves so much 
trouble, too, on your part. 

Better phone us for particulars. 


“MY VALET”’ 


WEDDING GIFTS | 


Telephone M. 3074 
30 ADELAIDE ST. WEST 
























Do you wear out in a season, 
all through the fault of your 
Hose Supporters? 

Doesn't take long for the 
tops to become forlorn and 
frayed under the usual kind 
of strain ! 


THE C. M. C, 
HOSE SUPPORTER 


Has a wonderft! new clasp-fastener 
that cannot tear the finest stockings. 
It will save you many a new pair ! 

At all dry goods stores 


* C.H, WESTWOOD & CO., LYWTED 





A choice selection of the latest novelties 
in China and Glass 


LAMPS AND SHADES. 


WILLIAM JUNOR 
88 WEST KING STREET, TORONTO 
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VAN THE TERRIBLE,” in which Mr. Richard 
ee Mansfield opened his “farewell” engagement at 
the Princess theater on Monday evening, is 
chiefly interesting because of the wonder that it 
excites in the mind of the spectator as to what 
Mr. Mansfield saw in the piece to encourage him 
to produce it. As a piece of literature it might make very 
interesting reading, as a chapter of Russian history it is 
instructive, but as a play it is disappointing to a degree. In 
fact it is not a play at all, for the essential elements of 
drama are almost entirely lacking. There is no plot, no 
story; no one of the characters, with the exception of the 
somewhat melodramatic villain, Godunoff, seems to be trying 
to do anything. There is no development, no passion—the 
situations are exactly the same five minutes before the cur- 
tain goes down on the last act as they were at the end of 
the first. Yet one can see in the life of the terrible Ivan 
material for a powerful tragedy. By nature he was not 
destined to play the monster. In youth he was inclined 
to be studious and mild. But those under whose control he 
was brought up, abused, tortured and insulted him until 
they had converted a docile child into a revengeful cut-throat. 
Where could better material for the artistic delineator of 
character be sought? What could more strongly appeal to 
the intelligent student of human nature than the gradual 
development of a tyrant from a commonplace boy—by exter- 
nal influences? Yet Count Tolstoi, the author, has declined 
to make use of the materials furnished him by the history 
and history-makers of the sixteenth century. He employs 
no situation on which a drama could be based. The whimper- 
ings, ravings and gesticulations of a semi-idiotic old ruffian 
are in no sense dramatic—they are merely wearisome and 
vulgar exhibitions, revealing a character somewhat over 
done, pre-digested as it were. How much more entertaining 
it would be to observe this character in the making! 

What I have said of one character may be said of all. 
No one grows; no one does anything; no one seems to have 
any excuse for being on the stage. There are two or three 
female parts, but the ladies playing them have nothing to 
io but weep—which is done very well. Why the Empress 
should make such a fuss over being divorced from her baboon 
like lord furnishes an opportunity for guessing. But let that 
pass—Katharine cut up in much the same manner when 
Henry VIII. offered to set her free. These women! If this 
particular woman had any dramatic reason for putting in an 
appearance, one ght rgive the eccentricities of her whole 
sex. But she has not. Her introduction makes one think 
that the author was convinced of the necessity of having 
petticoats on the » he put them on without waiting 
to search for further ise than precedent. 

So much for th: Now for the acting. That Mr. 
Mansfield is a good passes without dispute. But why 

rant and buffoonery demands 


he should drop his art 
explanation or commands roach. I was noton particularly 


good terms with Ivar f. and it is so long since he 
ied that I have forg » | did know of his ways; 
but I don’t believe tha n in his most degenerate days 





he spoke with the strong nasal twang of a “down East” 
Yankee auctioneer trying 1 second-hand “Buckeye” 
reaper. Yet this is the accent ‘nat Mr. Mansfield gives him, 
why I cannot say, for Mansfis f makes no use of it 
in other parts, nor in his privat His idea, evidently, 


is to make the Czar terrible } n with the aid of the 
twang he fails to accomplish his purpose The character as 
lepicted on Monday evening reminded me more of a modern 
mie opera king than of any mediaeval king emperor with 
whom I have hob-nobbed. Besides Mr i there is no 
one in the company whose ability or fa attract 
attention Mr. Arthur Forrest, as Godunoff, g s too much 
attention to his personal appearance to devote m , time 
to a thorough examination of his part. Miss Ida nquest is 
a competent actress, but she is given no chance + fo any 
thing in this play. The other members of the cast are quite 
good enough f wr the ir parts; actors of a high order 
unsuited to them. Altogether the play was thoroughly 
disappointing, but an honest failure is immeasurably better | 
than the disgusting twaddle lied musical comedy, whie 
we had dumped on us in the earlier part of the season. 


JAQUES. 





A Reply to Ben Greet. 


R. GREET, in his letter to this paper last week, takes 


exception, 1t seems, to some of u y representations 
regal jing the creation of “Everyman.” For one 
who professes to be amused thereat, his remarks 
are rather vindictive, one would say; ough just 
why he should use the occasion to visit his vindictiveness 
on .Mr. Kenne is not logically clear. Did I strike some 





hidden mine’? 

Mr. Kennedy is just as innocent of any share in my 
opinions as Mr. Greet says he is of any part in the pro- 
ductions under his management. And I am quite sure that 
Mr. Kennedy would not care to be accused of either. 


My knowledge of the matters in question has been gained | 
far less indirectly than Mr. Greet seems to suspect, and if | 


my representations differ from those he has been pleased to 
make to the public, well, the fault is not altogether mine. 
But, “there’s the rub!” 

I happen to know both the “Everyman’s” to whieh Mr. 
Greet refers in his very unchivalrous (to siy the least) 
attempt to minimize the creative part of Miss Matthison’s 
work. And if Mr. Greet will say, over his own signature 
that the “original performer” (“who was not at liberty” * * 
and who “has played the part continuously ever since” * * ?) 
plays Everyman as she did before Miss Matthison’s creation, 
I will throw up my hands. 

Also, we are glad to hear that the Western tour was a 

t success, but really, was it not an injustice, then, to 
the other lady Mr. Greet names, to travel her under the 
misleading “Original Greet Company,” using even illustrative 
matter in which Miss Matthison’s well-known features 


appear? Of course we all understand, or did, that the | 


Elizabethan (?) programme is impersonal and forbids “star- | 
ring.” But the public of this country, barbarian as it is, is a 
trifle too sophisticated to allow a “star” of Miss Matthison’s 
magnitude to be altogether dimmed by any such c'ever 
moonshine. 

With Mr. Greet’s challenge to Mr. Kennedy I have, of 
course, nothing to do. But as to the “idea of teaching 
Miss Matthison to act,” I thought God had done that for | 
her in the beginning; and the only human, as far as I know, 
who has been bold enough to claim a hand in the work, is 
Mr. Greet himself. 
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started out with such a lightly built boat in such 

a sea—but after all, the greater the risk the more 

zest there is to the sport. A sport without a 

chance of serious accident or result never does 

attract good Canadian blood, and besides, healthy, 
self-reliant chaps like nothing better than a stout tussle with 
the elements. 

We had it! 

We knew what we were up against a mile out, but there 
wasn’t a thought of turning back. 

Bang! went the five minute gun, and we’re behind the 
pier shaking out a reef. Someone cut the boat free. The 
seas caught us broadside on and heaved us off bodily to lee- 
ward. A hundred yards away was the shore, with the 
white-capped rollers thrashing the beach with a warlike can- 
nonading afar. We worked like beavers—that is, those who 
knew the game did—to make canvas before we went ashore. 

“Up on your halliard, boys!” 

Up the mainsail shot, and was cleated home. 

“In on that jib a point.” 

In she came, but not a moment too soon. The sloop 
gathered way, right in among the breakers, and gradually 
edged off the dangerous lee shore. 

Around we went and crowded our canvas aboard to 
make the starting buoy. The rollers sent her backing like a 
frightened crab. Again we had to start our sheets to move 
her through. We weathered the buoy and stood ready for 
the start, when we discovered that our chief opponent had 
shaken out his last reef. 


| 
“All hands to shake out the tuck.” 
The big flat-bottomed craft wallowed around in those seas 
| 


| 
OME to think of it, we did take a chance when 


like a barge in a Lake Erie storm. She took it over the 
bows, and shot it off in a cascade, over the stern. 

Bang! 

The starting gun, and the reef only half out. The outhaul 
was foul, and the boys trying to free it were knee-deep in 
water and half overboard occasionally. 

“Cut it!” came an authoritative shout. A keen blade 
passed through the refractory knot and the full mainsail was 
hoisted away. 

“Get the main sheet aboat,” was the cry, and the big 
green boat plunged ahead. She bowed ceremoniously, and 
aceording to orders, to the starting buoy, and we were off on 
a cruising race to Oakville, in a stiff southwest wind and a 
heavy sea. 

Around the buoy we shot, the last to get away. All 
our opponents, great and small, were ahead, but the canvas 
filled out with a sonsy wind, and we started up through the 
fleet like a house afire. 

“Lay out, you fellows, and keep her ‘on her feet.” 

The boys laid out, greenhorn and veteran, along her rail, 
a mass of living ballast. Down went her head into a big sea 
and she shot a hogshead over the lads forward. The “lobsters” 
tried to dodge, and moved inboard, but those who had been in 
the game yanked them back out on the weather rail and 
grinned through a watery curtain. 

“Stay out, and take your medicine,” they whispered. 

Just then we walloped by our first opponent, and over the 
streaming faces a smile broke. 

On we plunged like a wild thing. 

No. Two! ! 

She passed astern, and we walked up on No. Three. 

The seas still broke over those forward, but they never 
winced, and then No. Three went astern as if she were tied 
to something. 

Happy! Yes, every inch. A ducking any day to win 
a race. It looked like “easy money” until we set off on the 
trail of the leader. She had a quarter-mile lead, and was 
bobbing along merrily, while we seemed sluggish. The skipper 
looked her over. The floor boards were afloat. 

“Bail her!” he shouted. 

One man seized a pail, and commenced to heave water 
overboard. After five minutes’ hard work he passed the word 
that she was leaking as fast as he could bail. 

How could she help it? We were pounding her hard into 
a heavy head sea, with every rag set. Every time she jumped 
a sea her planks worked until you could feel the throb under 
your feet. Another man went inboard to bail, and the rest 
of us kept her going. Some of the greenhorns looked a trifle 
inquiringly at the man at the helm as pailful after pailful 
went overboard, but his eyes were on the leading boat and 
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PEACE PLEDGES. 


The Czar: Geewizzsky! I used 











with his legs around the halliards, while he completed the 
temporary repairs. Down below the man at the helm was 
pushing her through at it, hammer and_ tongs, with the 
third boat, and the bailers heaved the water overboard 
unceasingly. We were little better than a wreck, and the 
third boat made a strong bid for the place. 

Second place, or sink her! That is what it looked like. 
On our good tack we worsted the third boat so badly that 
She quit. It was fortunate for us, for on the starboard stretch 
the mast, deprived of its standing rigging, bent like a whip, 
and we could not force her. Every time she went into a 
sea the masthead whipped forward until we dare not cast 
our eyes aloft lest we should lose our nerve and = quit 
ignominiously within sight of our destinations Then a turn- 
buckle carried away on her starboard stays, and we were 
crippled on both sides. Again a man had to go to the mast- 
head and another down to leeward, while we nursed her along 
handling her like a mother does a weakling child. 

Squall after squall struck us. It seemed as if the elements 
were bent upon completing their work. The sea sprang up 
wilder, and to crown all the men who were bailing announced 
that the leak was beating them. Just as we were about 
ready to make a run for the beach, we picked up a favorable 
slant and rushed into Oakville harbor at a merry clip. We 
were in a badly crippled shape, but were still able to limp. 
We forgot our troubles in the light of others’ misfortunes, 
and everyone from powder monkey to admiral got “chesty” 
when the victorious crew surveyed our disabled craft, and 
asked why we did not turn back. 

“We would have finished on life-preservers sooner than 
quit,” proudly announced a green member of the crew. 

The veterans wanted to say as much, but they lacked 
the bombast. 

Coming home on Sunday with the wind aft, we only hit 
the high spots. 















































An Historic Tree in Rosedale. 


* * * 





Well, Fort Hunter failed to win the American Derby, and 
the Canadian contingent lost much money on the Dyment 
horse. Very few, however, have wavered in their faith in the 
colt, and most of those who wagered on him at Chicago went 
down on him hook, line and sinker when he started at Fort 
Erie on Monday for the Canadian Derby. Fort Hunter did 
not run his race at Chicago. He showed that plainly by 
spread-eagling his field at Fort Erie. At Chicago he lay 
back until the mile-post was passed, and then shot to the 
front like a cyclone. He had had a rough passage up to the 
mile-post, but seemed to be full of running when Jockey 
Wonderly urged him to extend himself. The colt ran hard, 
but seemed to think the race was over at the mile and a 
quarter mark, and quit running. When Wonderly tried to 
set him going again the colt failed to respond. He was dis- 
tressed, and though he tried to run dropped back in the sprint. 
He had shot his bolt at a mile and a quarter. Wonderly 
says that he would have won at that distance. Fort Hunter 
was plainly spent. Wonderly did not go to the whip or steel 
for the finish. That was the first time the colt was ever 
asked to go over a mile and a quarter. 

The Canadian Derby was a mile and a quarter, and the 
Canuck colt showed that that was his distance. 

” * 


This tree—a mere switch at the time—was planted’ by 
Amelia Jarvis on 24th of May, 1833, the anniversary of her 
birthday, and that of Queen Victoria, 24th of May, 1819. 
Photo taken May 24th, 1904. The tree measures 17 feet in 
circumference, about 85 feet in height, and its branches 
spread about 85 feet. Amelia Jarvis was the daughter of 
Frederick Starr Jarvis, son of a U. E. Loyalist, who, about 
1815, settled in the wilderness four miles east of Oakville. 
He was afterwards Usher of the Black Rod in the Canadian 
Parliament. 

The property on which the tree stands was recently 
purchased by Mr. Cawthra Mulock. 





still the green fellow punched into those seas, and still they 
bailed. 

We were crawling up slowly. ‘The bailers were relieved 
and on we drove. Mile after mile we pounded and bailed, but 
that flying white boat up in front refused to come back one 
inch. In fact she seemed farther away. Cold and wet the 
boys hung out on the rail with never a whimper. ; 

Comfort? Just let us catch the leader, and then we could 
struggle into oilskins, and dodge the cotton tops that the 
plunging boat ripped off and tossed into the air for the fresh 
wind to dash back into our faces. Away astern of us were 
a dozen sail, bobbing along in the rough going. The majority 
of them were craft under thirty feet in length, but all were 
making pretty fair weather of it, though it was wet going 
for the crews. Long Branch and Port Credit passed astern, 
but still ahead of us danced the tantalizing leader, now nearer, 
now farther away. The sun glinted on her silk sails and 
white hull, making a vivid picture against the white-streaked 
green water that we could not help admiring, despite our dis- 
appointment. 

Just beyond Port Credit a-wave of warm air struck us. 

“Look out for a squall,” shouted some one, but before 
we could move it hit us hard from a mew direction, and 
over she went. ‘The jib was cleated down—a mistake which 
has sent hundreds to the sailors’ happy hunting grounds—and 
hauled her into it broadside. Down she went, and the green 
water crawled up her yellow deck. Everybody climbed out 
upon her side. Even the skipper abandoned the stick and 
laid out to help keep her upright. His feet were jamming 
the stick hard over, and he shouted like a fiend: “Let go 
that jib!” His language was calculated to distract the’ 
delinquent man’s attention from the dangerous list of the boat 
and transfer it all to the jib sheet. Just as she rolled down, 
until a hogshead of water came into her cockpit, the jib 
flapped fiercely and she righted herself, with such speed that 
the crew nigh tumbled over to weather. No time was wasted 
in congratulating ourselves on our preservation from disaster, 
for it was blowing a small cyclone. 

“Haul in the jib.” 

It came in, and down she went again. 

“Ease a bit.” 

The jib was eased a bit and away we drove under the 
fierce puff. She traveled like a runaway meteor for a moment 
and all was well. Suddenly there was a sharp twang. The 
skipper had been there before. Down went the helm like a 
flash, and around she went on the other tack. Her port 
shrouds had carried away and we were crippled. We had no 
hope of catching the leader now, and there was the third 
boat close up. 

It looked black. The lightest man went forward, and 
hanging on by his eyelids, the water submerging his head 
from view, as he toiled to make the spinnaker halliard fast 
on the side stay plates to serve as temporary stay, he added 
the throat halliards to the spinnaker halliards, and bound 
them all together. 

Another lad scrambled nimbly aloft. The boat was still 
sailing and plunging like a bucking broncho. Up aloft every 
swing slatted him against the spar, but he clung like a leech 
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This Shamrock outfit at Montreal must take the lacrosse 
followers of Canada for a bunch of automatons who will nod 
“Quite right” when they cry “We are amateurs and we won’t 
play the Brantfords, because they are professionals.” 

Of course the Brantford players are professionals, and 
are barred as such. So are the *Shamrocks, but they run 
around with a Pharisaical demeanor and cry that they are 
not as the Brantford Indians are. No, they are not. They 
haven’t been caught yet. The green-shirted lacrosse warriors 
from the shadow of Mount Royal have been taking the money 
for a generation, but their officers have developed a little 
system of shooting the long green that completely puzzles 
the sleuths of the Canadian Amateur Athletic Union. The 
whole secret is that Brantford would prove a poor drawing 


card in the Minto Cup games because of their poor showing in 
the C. L. A., and the Shamrocks want a good team to ae 
crowds—and the long green to pay salaries. 


CORINTHIAN. 





A Dream of Dominion. 





LOCKS were striking the very witching 
hour of night when Inspector Hall of 
the Toronto Police Force made his 
way across Queen’s Park last Monday. 
He was whistling to keep up the 
courage of any stray member of the 
force who might be on his dangerous 
beat in the precincts of Wyclitfe or 
Victoria College, and meditated as he 
went upon the perils of Toronto parks. 
As he approached the Simcoe statue he 

was horrified to perceive the white-clad form of a woman 

stretched on the moist grass with her head resting on the 
stony base. 

“Another drunk,” muttered the Inspector, “and sound 
asleep, as I’m an Irishman.” He laid his hand kindly, but 
firmly, on the shoulder of the slumbering lady, and said in a 
strictly professional way, “Come, now! Move on. You’ve 
no business here.” 

The lady opened her eyes, yawned daintily, and slowly 
arose without any signs of embarrassment. 

“Dear old Toronto!” she said, playfully, “it always sends 
me to sleep. You see, I've just come from the West, and 
Stanley Park is so bracing. I was in Hamilton this morning 
and the two cities have been too much for me. As you say, 
I must move on.” 

“Who are you, anyway?” said the Inspector, curiously. 
Then his natural gallantry asserted itself. “You’re far too 
good-looking, my dear madam, to be wandering about all 
by yourself.” 

“J,” said the woman, dreamily, “am the Spirit of Canada.” 

“Spirit!” said the officer, sternly; “it’s Canadian Club 
you’ve been after taking.” But he looked at her hair of 
harvest yellow, her eyes that were brown like the oak-leaves 
in autumn, and her laugh, as it rippled along like a cascade in 
Muskoka, made him feel that this was no ordinary wanderer. 
But discipline must be maintained. 

“You’re a vagrant,” he said, decisively. 

“Of course I am,” she replied, brightly; “last month I 
stored all my furs in the Klondike, put away my ermine 
robes in a Yukon chest, where the Alverstone moth couldn’t 
get at them, and decided to take a birthday trip across the 
continent. You know, I’ll be thirty-seven next Friday.” 

“You don’t say so,” ejaculated the Inspector. “Why, 
you’re only a young thing yet.” 

“Young!” echoed Miss Canada, her eyes lighting as she 
looked across to the Macdonald monument, “I'll always be 
a girl. There’s the prairie air and the breeze of the Rockies 
to keep me from getting old and feeble. But it makes me feel 
queer to-night to think of this park thirty years ago, and 
the friends who used to give me birthday presents when I 
was just learning to walk. There’s one of them,” and she 
pointed a slender hand towards Sir John’s back of bronze, 
“and there’s another,” nodding towards the upright figure 
of George Brown. “I haven’t forgotten any of them, you 
know, and that was one of the best.” She looked towards 
Queen Victoria’s place, and the Inspector removed his helmet. 

“It’s been a wonderful thirty-seven years,” went on the 
soft voice. “I was just thinking to-night of all that I’ve done 
and of all that I’m going to do. My big sisters have had a 
good deal of fun at my expense and have tried to keep me 
from wearing anything less wintry than a toboggan suit. 
But I’m going to show them all how to travel, during the 
next ten years, But I’ve got to reach the St. Lawrence 
before morning. So good night, and give my love to Toronto.” 

“Good luck to you,” said the officer, promptly; “you’re 
welcome to the park any time at all, and if you see Uncle 
Sam just tell him to keep off the grass.” 

CANADIENNE, 
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Her Present. 
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“John,” said the little lady whose wedding-ring was in a 
manifest state of newness, “your little wifey has been saving 
up her money to buy you a nice present.” 

“Good little wifey!” he replied. “What is it?” 

“A smoking-jacket,” she explained. “And I saved the 
money all out of my housekeeping allowance. Wasn't | 
thoughtful?” 

“Splendid!” he exclaimed. 

“And now I wish you’d bring me home some more money 
to-night,” 

“What did you do with that I gave you last night?” he 
asked, in some surprise. 

“Oh, that’s what I saved the smoking-jacket money out 


to set the fashion at that game. of!” she answered, 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 














Intimate Interviews. 


IN THE UP-TO-DATE MANNER. 


ONORABLE G. W. ROSS received me with a kindly 
smile and an extended hand—nevertheless [ 
entered as if I feared nothing. He was ready for 
me, I could see, for he started in on his old tactics 
of opening what promised to be a long-winded 
speech before I should have time to fire off my 

premeditated questions. But I was too old a hand at inter- 
viewing politicians and things to be taken in by any such 
device. I held up a hand of protest before he had got fairly 
started on his reasons why Canada is destined to be a great 
country—if it keeps its present governments. 

“Pardon me, sir,” I said, “but I’m no longer with the 
‘Globe.’ Our paper doesn’t print histories, geographies or 
text-books on political economy. I should like to ask you—” 

“How delightful!” he exclaimed. “Now you’re just the 
man I want to see. It is really a pleasure to have someone 
representing another paper than the ‘Globe’ call to have a 
little chat. I’m so tired of dictating editorials and sermons 
that I could embrace the representative of a paper which 
thinks out its own policy and writes its articles without 
pestering politicians—hem, statesmen—with what should be 
the editor’s own business.” 

“Is it this extra work that has made it necessary for 
you to take the holiday which I understand you contem- 
plate?” 

“N-no, not altogether,” he hesitatingly dissented. “Of 
course that sort of thing doesn’t make me very much regret 
my absence from the country for a while, but the real reason 
for my trip is the necessity of a change of air. You see, 
during the session re 

“Quite so,” I interrupted; “there is a great deal of hot 
and unhealthy air worked off while the House is in session. 
I have often wondered how the members stand each other 
for so long a time.” 

He smiled. “You have grasped the idea perfectly. 
really becomes intolerable. Take that man Whitney, for 
instance. You might not think it, but will you believe it 
when I tell you—he has a deliberate and diabolical plan for 
terminating my existence, which he persistently practices on 
every possible occasion.” 

He leaned back in his chair and regarded my look of 
incredulous astonishment with the same pleasant, chronic 
smile. 

“Impossible!” I ejaculated, after several moments’ pause, 

“No, sir—I am convinced.” 

“But why don’t you 

He shook his head. 





It 





“No, I could not get after him under 


the law. The law is framed to cover no such diabolical 
methods as he employs to accomplish his purpose. He very 


wisely refrains from throwing bombs; he never carries a 
pistol, sword or knife; poison could be traced to the purchaser 
at the drug store where it was bought. He makes no effort 
to use any of these agents of destruction—his pockets have 
been searched in the cloak-room, but nothing of an incrim- 
inating nature has been found. No, he is too subtle a man, 
too subtle by far, to leave himself open to prosecution under 
the Criminal Code.” 

“But how, then——” 

Again he worked his smile. “Have you read his speeches? 
Have you ever had the misfortune to listen to them? You 
have? Oh, but you’ve never had them directed at you!” 

I was thankful to say that I had never yet been forced 
to submit to the ordeal. 

“Then you can have no idea how racking to the constitution 
it is to be forced to sit still for hours at a stretch, and have 
yards of this poisonous stuff dumped under your nose—and I 
must be present and receive it all! You see, he knows me; 
he wnderstands thoroughly my sensitive nature; he knows 
that the faintest hint of suspicion as to my honesty, sincerity 
or singleness of purpose in carrying out the will of the people 
is as injurious to me as a dose of arsenic would be to the 
ordinary man of the world—yet, actuated by the instincts of 
a fiend incarnate, he devotes his entire time to denunciation 
of my acts and motives.” 

“But why don't you 

“Exactly what I’m going to do,” he interrupted. “Imme- 
diately after the opening of the next session—that is 
immediately after the passing of a measure providing for an 
increased sessional indemnity—I shall introduce a special bill 
making it an indictable offence in this province for any 
member of the Opposition to criticize the motives of a Cabinet 
Minister.” 

“But will not that have an injurious effect on legitimate 
debate? Will it be altogether constitutional?” 

“To both your questions I answer—NO. Legitimate debate 
should only include polite argument as to the merits and 
objections of any stated measure or motion. Any honorable 
member will, under the new provision, have the privilege 
of pointing out the possible weaknesses of a scheme, providing 
that he refrains from saying, hinting, throwing out, or leaving 
to be thought, anything that would or could be taken to 
suggest that the minister responsible for it is actuated by 
other motives than a self-sacrificing zeal in the public interest. 
As to whether it is or is not constitutional, I may as well 
say first as last, that amounts to nothing or next to nothing. 
Our constitution was not framed to provide for contingencies 
such as are arising every day—consequently it cannot be 
regarded in making law controlling modern developments 
and situations. It is being disregarded right along—and 
quite properly so. Expediency is what controls things nowa- 
days, and it is only those conservative few who persist in 
hanging on to something because it is old, who defend a strict 
compliance with the old-fashioned clauses of a constitution 
which is at best a patched-up and indefinite affair.” 

“T may say, then, that expediency is your only motto?” 

“Oh, no!” he laughed. “You may say nothing of the kind. 
You see, that would be quite a paradox; for it would be 
inexpedient in a high degree for me to make any such state- 
ment. Why, you would have my temperance friends down 
on me in a mob before I could have a chance to flee the 
country. No, no; say that I regret to admit that in these 
degenerate political times it looks as if the only thing which 
people take into account in deciding upon the merits of a 
question is expediency. That means about the same thing, 
and causes no one alarm and me no inconvenience.” 

“Speaking of the temperance people—what plans have 
you in preparation for dealing with the ever-present tem 
perance question?” 

“Oh, I have my reply all ready for the next quarterly 
call of the deputation. I shall say that I am deeply concerned 
in the cause, and that I shall take their suggestions under 
immediate advisement with a view to preparing for further 
consideration some measure that will tend to bring more 
funds into the treasury of the Alliance, and also keep the 
agitation in a healthy state of life and vigor.” 

“But are you not afraid that some day they will grow 
tired of being put off? You know last time they displayed 
signs of impatience. There were mutterings of rebellion 
in the camp.” 

He smiled more broadly than ever. “I wish 1 could tell 
you something. It would save you a great deal of trouble 
and work in the future. I will go this far, and trust to your 
honesty not to give me away. The temperance people don’t 
want temperance any more than do the licensed victualers. 
With a prohibition law in force, what would become of them? 
Everyone would be a temperance man-—and the fellows who 
got the measure passed would be lost in the crowd, and would 
have to go back and work. Don’t worry about the temperance 
question in the future—there is nothing in it,” 

While I stood speechless, trying to grasp the full signifi 
cance of this information, a timid rap came at the door. 

“Come,” the Premier called—and the editor of the “Globe” 
walked in, with a couple of proof-sheeta in his hand. 

The statesman smiled, but it was the amile of the martyr, 
and as he bid me good-bye he winked and = grimaced 
hopelessly. 
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¥lykyns—W hen 
accident ? 

Slykyns—When you have some other fellow’a wife with 
you, 

Firat Cannibal—I ate only one man yesterday, 


Second Cannibal—How was that? 
“My doctor told me I muat diet.” 


is one most likely to meet with an auto 


Jasper—I hear that Senator Boodle is not in very good 


-odor juat now. 
Jumpuppe—-Well, what can you expect of a man who 
keeps ten motor cars? 








Pinhole picture of Legislative Buildings, 


Pin-Hole 


AGUERRE, in 1839, invented the photographie process 
called after him. Noticing one day, while in a 
darkened room, a ray of light coming through a 
hole in the shutter, he found a picture thrown on 
the opposite wall of all the objects in the street, in their 


natural colors. Examination and experiment resulted in 


the Daguerreotype process of obtaining pictures. 
When anaslignistic lenses came into use the pinhole—the 
lens 


germ of photography—was forgotten. The collecting 





The pinhole camera, mounted on tripod, which is not essential. | 
more light waves enabled a faster picture to be taken. Moving | 
objects became possible subjects for photography, and | 
experimenters were carried away in pursuit of the rapid | 
process. 

Anastigmatic lenses were improved on, and we now have } 






the tele-photo camera. This enables a clear picture to lx 

taken of objects twenty miles away. The foco-plane s r 

was another advance. With the advent of fast pl a | 
fast shutter was required. A blind of over twice the length | 
of the plate, with a very narrow slit in the center, is pulled | 
down over the plate. When the shutter is released the slit 

flies over the surface of the plate, and an exposure of only a | 
one-thousandth second is obtained. The shutter is put 

close up against the plate to save the time the light would 

take to travel from the lens to the back of the camera. 


With all these modern improvements a camera is a very | ° 


costly article, an up-to-date camera having cost a friend 

of mine about one hundred and ten dollars. : , 
From this complete and expensive apparatus It 1s a Tar cry 

back to the humble pinhole of 1839. Yet in certain work 


have everything photographed exactly 
as seen by the eye! There are no aberrations to 
picture, caused by the lens failing to make the lines recth 
While not having the same clearness of “definition, 


” 


a pinhole picture we 
. , mar the 
recti 
linear. 
the pinhole pictures have greater “depth. 
not even suggested in lens photography, 


Movement, whic) is 
is reproduced in 


showing effect 


, 


! 

i 
the pinhole is superior to the most expensive camera. With | 

l 





strong sunlight has on the plate. 


Photography. 


the-trees and grass taken through the pinhole. The distance 
fades away, the background becomes gradually indistinct. 
With a lens the near foreground is out of focus, the center 
is very sharp, and the background stands out unnaturally 
distinct in detail. A wider angle is obtained with the pinhole 
than with a lens, thus enabling more to be put on a plate 
or allowing you to get neearer the object you wish to take. 
The pinhole camera is certainly good—very good—for certain 
work, and the price—well, the price can be “raised” by anyone. 
A wooden box, some black paper, a bottle of mucilage, 
nails, and a few everyday tools—these are the only materials 
required to turn out a camera. But a pinhole or a lens will 
not do it all. If as good pictures are obtained with the one 
as with the other, it but proves it is not the camera but the 

man behind the camera that does the work. 
The exposures vary from one to six 1 ites in the different 
ver, are obt ed 





degrees of light. The best results, ho 2ined 
a somewhat dull day with about five nutes 
sunlight you are apt to have your near f 
and your background too light. 

After exposure comes the developing f 


-eloper for fast Imper 
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1-2 oz. sulphite of soda, | ater 
1-2 oz. carbonate fs r 
drams pyrogal acid, 14 water. and 2 
hurie acid. 
oping, mix n f f tot > 














Dominion Day Doings. 


NSPECTOR JAMES L. HUGHES and the editor of the 


“Christian Guardian” spent the day up the Humber, 
tar from the madding crowd's ignoble fire-crackers 
Mr. Hughes does ilove to get away from the fierce | 


light that beats upon the City Hall, and have a heart: | 
to-heart talk with “one who understands.” We are given to 
believe that these two gentlemen will visit Salt Lake City 
next November. Mr. Hughes’ favorite author is Dickens, and 
he spent the Glorious First in giving the aforesaid author to 
Rev. Mr. Bond of the “Guardian” editorials. 

‘The Earl of Dundonald and Hon. Sydney Fisher cast all 
martial and barnyard cares aside and went fishing. Colonel 
Sam wanted to go along, but they desired peace and silence 
so that the fish wouldn't be seared. So Colonel Sam stayed 
home and took Mr. Henri Bourassa out driving. When last 
heard they were discussing “Fortresses of the Future, 
and Bourassa was trying to get hold of the reins. 

Sir Wilfrid Laurier stayed in the backyard all afternoon | 
and read “The Yonge Street Bridge and Other Fairy Lales.’ 
About five o'clock the Premier entertaineil a few members 
of the W. C. T. U., who drank the health of “This Canada of | 
Ours” in pure maple syrup. Humorous recitations from that 
supremely absurd epic, “The Anti-Cigarette Bill,” were given, 
with a lack of spirits, and the ladies withdrew with three 
cheers and a tigress for Mrs. Carrie Nation. 

Premier Ross sent a telegram from Virginia congratulating 
the country on its thirty-seventh birthday, and stating that 
he had had a beautiful dream that there had been a landslide 
in Western Ontario, and three Conservative cons'ituencies 
had been washed into the Detroit River. Hon. J. M. Gibson 
says this is the wildest dream that ever was, since everyone | 
knows the Conservative ridings don’t wash. 

The Rev. J. A. Maedonald and the editor of the “News” | 
took a little spin out to Kast Toronto and rejoiced in the | 
breezes of Lake Ontario, flavored with pine and automobile 
They hadn’t enjoyed themselves so much for a long wile | 
and they gasolined away for miles and miles, wondering how 
they might perfume Ontario politics, and discussing whether 
it would be in the higher interests of the community for them 
to attend Sunday School picnics. The editor of the “News” 
says he learned a whole lot about the races, and that “J. A.’ 
gave him tips that showed a great deal of horse sense, They 
ran over several barnacles on the way home, but the machine 
hardly felt the jar, It’s really a beautiful affair, with trim- 
mings of a subdued shade of yellow, a crest of an iron hand, 
with the name “Manitoulin” in letters of brass. 

Sir Frederick Borden refused all invitations to Cabinet 
cocktaila and other functions, remaining in his library and 
reading the poets of old. He is especially fond of martial 
verse, preferring “Ye Mariners of England” to “The Maple 
Leaf Forever.” In the twilight hours he composed a parody, 
of which we give the first four lines. The rest has been 
destroyed by order of Mr, Castell Hopkins, of the Canadian 
Society of Authors: 

“Ye stateamen of Old England, 
We've had another breeze; 


And now, to give us comfort, 
Grant some native G. QO, C.’s.” 
ANNE E. NIAS 
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An Ant Worth Millions of 
Dollars. 


Telling you all 
About the Virtues of 





AE destruction artd loss 
caused in the cotton States 
by the boll weevil are famil- 
iar to all readers of the daily 
papers. That relief is in 
sight seems probable from 
reports of the recent discovery in 
Central America of a species of ant 
that attacks and kills the scourge. 
That this little insect will be worth 
a quarter of a billion dollars annually 
to this country is the estimate of a 
writer in the “National Geographic 
Magazine” (June). He says: 

“During the past three years the 
boll weevil has cut in half the value 
of the cotton harvest of ten counties 
of Texas which it has invaded. All 
efforts to check the weevil have been 
in vain. It has spread with the rage of 
an epidemic, until the Southern States 
are dreading that they will see one- 
half or all of their cotton crop, oes 
normal value is _ $500,000,000, swep 
away. The boll weevil is a kind of 
beetle, living on the bolls of the cot- 
ton tree. A single pair of boll weevils 
will multiply in a single season into 
millions of ravenous and destructive 
insects. 

“Some time ago the investigators of 
the Department of Agriculture learned 
of a variety of cotton grown by the 
Indians in Guatemala which seemed 
not to be subject to the attacks of the 
boll weevil. 

“The Secretary of Agriculture ac- 
cordingly despatched Mr. O. F. Cook 
to Guatemala to ascertain whether it 
possessed in reality any quality en- 
bling it to resist the boll weevil, or 
to learn other causes of its immunity 
from the attacks of the insect. 

‘A thorough search by Mr. Cook 
shows that the weevil is present and 
able to injure the cotton, but reveals 
also an active enemy which keeps it in 
check. This is a large reddish-brown 
ant, which is attracted to the cotton 
by the food which it secures from three 
sets of extra-floral nectaries.”’ 

The ant, we are told, attacks the 
beetle on sight and paralyzes it with 
a sting, the business-like way in which 
the insect is disposed of showing that 
the ant is peculiarly adapted for this 
work by structure and instinct. To 
quote again: 

“Instead of congregating in large 
numbers on the cotton in the immedi- 
ate vicinity of their nests, the ants 
have, as it were, the good sense to 
spread themselves through the field, 
from two to four and five usually be- 
ing found doing inspection duty on 
each plant. In some places there 
seemed to be not enough ants to go 
around, and here the’ beetles were 
more numerous. Rarely, too, certain 
flowers or branches seemed to have 
been overlooked, beetles being found 
on the same plants with the ants. In 
such instances, indeed, the young 
flower or boll was generally riddled 
with punctures, as though many 
beetles had availed themselves of a 
rare opportunity of feeding undis- 
turbed. 

“Cotton-growing among the Indians 
is something of a special art, the com- 
munity being supplied by a few men, 
aware, as it were, of the secrets of the 
business. They Know nothing about 
the weevil and its ravages, and ascribe 
such damage as occurs to other harm- 
less insects, or even to superstitious 
causes, such as the failure of the 
owner to abstain from salt at the time 
of planting. The ant, however, is 
definitely associated in their minds 
with cotton, and they do not expect to 

























































































CEYLON tea will avail you nothing unless you put 
it tothe test ; this done your taste will be captivated. 


Black, Mixed or Natural Green. 
SOLD ONLY IN SEALED LEAD PACKETS. BY ALL GROCERS. 

























quality of the Heintzman & Co. Piano. The pure 

and singing quality of the tone, and the admirable 

evenness and elasticity of the action, as well as the 
regulating and the fine finish in all parts of the instrument, 
are such as to reflect the utmost credit upon your house and 
upon Canadian skill and enterprise.”---A. S. VOGT, Conduc- 
tor of the famous Mendelssohn Choir. 


66 I gives me pleasure to testify as to the superior 





WHAT WE ASK ANYONE IS THAT THEY 
SEE AND HEAR FOR THEMSELVES THE :::: 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


PIANO 


(Made by Ye Olde Firme of Heintzman & Co.) 


if they have any thought of purchasing a Piano. We 
always invite comparisons. None can fail to appreciate 
the beautiful tone, smooth, responsive action, and hand- 
some and original casings of this famous Canadian 
instrument—The Piano of all others, that has won the 
plaudits of the world’s greatest musicians and people of 
cultured musical taste ev erywhere. 


PIANO SALON—115-117 King St. West, Toronto. 








| but 1 regret to say that I have forgot- 

} ten Mark’s speech.’’ The Senator then 

} took his seat, while his auditors 

_Anecdotal es d in appreciation of the joke. But 
it did not end there. Next day an 

Englishman, who had been a silent 

| though apparently interested member 

«| of the party, met Mark Twain on 


Frank Everest, of Atc hison, Kas., deck. “Gh, l ony.” bop beeen, “2 bad 


a good deal of an “Americ: in,” cocion 





noyed by a Bostonian, who 


Nn 





mut plied to any other species, but it is also 

referred to as ‘the animal of the cot- 

ton.’ 1 
“The perennial tree cotton furnishes 
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twice a year. “Have you| He praised especially the California] )..janent breeding-places, so that the 
; napa 1 eae red wines, which seemed, he said, to | Pemmeane at Sawer 

ever 1 abroad he asked Everest. 2 2 conditions are most favorable to the 

est admitted he was making his| be exceedingly pure. Then apropos of |; opagation of the beetles in large 

r twice a year,” | the wine’s purity, the Prince narrated |) inbers. The ants, however, are evi- 

said ‘Oh, do you?”| recent happening in Berlin. “AJ gently able to hold them in check, and 

Sorte rey he added, “Have | Berlin vintner, he said, “was ac- thus permit the regular cultivation of 

you ever been to Omaha?" The Bos- cused of selling a wine made of chem-| iy. annual variety of cotton by the 
*onian said he hadn't. “Well,” said | icals. He was brought to court, | Tigians. 

Everest, “I go there twice a week.” found guilty, and fined. After he had “If the cotton ant can survive a 

s paid his fine, he approached the chem- lone dry season and perhaps cold 

Mr. Takahira, the Japanese Minister | !St Whose testimony had convicted | eather in the table-lands of Guate- 

at Washington, is on friendly terms| im. “How did you know,’ he said, | yaja, it might easily learn to hibernate 

with the Russian Ambassador, Count j CUTiously, ‘that my wine was manufac- |i, ‘pexas, as has the boll weevil... . 

and is careful never to say| tured” ‘Because it contained no bi- |i, take worker ants to Texas will be 
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President Roosevelt had decide 7 ’ d 
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time and experiment and a thorough 
study of all the habits of the species. 

“Although the cotton seems to be es- 
pecially adapted to attract the ant by 
means of its numerous nectaries, the 
insect is not, like some of the members 
of its class, confined to a single plant 
or to a single kind of prey. It was ob- 
served running about on plants of 
inany different families, and it attacks 
and destroys insects of every order, 
including the Hemiptera, and even 
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Cyrus Teed, head of the Kore- 
Tnit which believes that the 
a hollow shell, of which the 
race inhabits the interior, and 
Temple Graves, the Georgia edi- 
has been trying to swing 
1 into line for Hearst, arrived 
in Tampa on the same night recently, 
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stinging and biting ants of the 
tropics. 

“Since where once established it ex- 
ists in large numbers and seeks its 
prey actively, the ant is a much more 
efficient destroyer of noxious’ insects 
than the spider or the toad. It seems, 
in short, not unlikely to become a 
valued asset in the agriculture of 
tropical and sub-tropical countries, if 
not in temperate regions. 

“Efforts will immediately be directed 
toward introducing the ant to the cot- 
ton fields of Texas. Mr. Cook has been 
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make the people of this country believe 
that we are walking on the inside of 
this earth, with our heads p’inted to 
hell and our toes p’inted to the angels, 
right here’s where I quit the old ship, 
by gum!” 
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Very Brief But to the Point. 


Quebec Man Briefly States That He Cured 
His Dyspepsia of Years’ Standing by 
Using Dodd's Dyspepsia Tablets 


A Charming 
Line of Paper- 
Covered Novels 
Only 15 Cents 


This line contains many 
of the latest copyright 
books, and gives some of 
the best reading for out- 
ing trips, tourists and 
campers. 


WM. TYRRELL & CO., 
8 King St. W., Toronto. 


It was Gladstone’s habit when in 
Paris to visit the Latin Quarter, where 
he haunted the second-hand  book- 
shops. One day, as he entered a shop 
near the Odeon, he found the book- 
seller talking with an odd-looking per- 
son who held in his hands an old edi- 
tion of Villon’s poems. His dress was 
ragged and dirty, his face matted with 
hair, and he had “the eyes of an 
archangel and the mouth and jaw of a 
baboon.” The respectful attitude of 
the bookseller showed, though, that 
the man was a personality. Gladstone 
entered into conversation with him 
about Villon, and for an hour they 
discussed early French poetry; then 
the stranger shuffled out of the shop. 
“Who is that gentleman?” inquired 
Gladstone, with interest: “he has an 
extraordinary knowledge of French 
poetry.”” ‘Monsieur, he himself is our 
gSreatest poet. C'est Paul Verlaine!” 





“[ wish to state that I have tried 
Dodd's Dyspepsia Tablets and they 
have made me well. I suffered for 
many years of Dyspepsia." 

Such is the brief statement of Al- 
phonse Caron, editor of “L’Echo,” 
published at Montmagny, Que. But if 
it is brief, it tells everything that 
thousands of suffering Canadians need 
to know, viz., that there is a cure for 
Dyspepsia, and that cure is Dodd's 
Dyspepsia Tablets. 

Some people will go further and ask 
how do they cure. The answer is 
simple. They simply give the stomach 
the rest it needs by digesting the food 
themselves. The result is the stomach 
gradually returns to its normal condi- 
tion and is then able to do its own 

rk. 

ou will see from this that you can 
eat what you please when you please, 
if you use Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets. 
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“Radium is as yet only in ite in- 
fancy." 
“It is certainly a very bright baby.” 











Horseshoe Luck. 


T HE origin of belief in “horseshoe 





luck” is so ancient that it never 

has been determined with cer- 

tainty—and no superstition is 
more universal. Ever since horses be- 
gan to wear shoes those crescents of 
iron have been accounted lucky em- 
blems by all peoples, races and na- 
tions that have been acquainted with 
their use. 

The Chinese, for instance, say they 
fail them up over their doors as a 
charm against evil spirits, because of 
the close resemblance in shape be- 
tween them and the arched body of the 
sacred snake, Nagendra, one of their 
principal deities. 

Ask a Turkish Mohammedan for in- 
formation on the subject, and he will 
tell you that it is because they are in 
form like to a crescent, the sacred 
emblem of Islam. 

A Polish Jew will explain that at the 
Passover the blood sprinkled upon the 
lintel and door-posts, in the manner 
directed by their ritual, forms the chief 
points of an arch. Hence, obviously, 
the value of arch-shaped talismans, 
such as horseshoes are. 

The stolid and unimaginative Rus- 
sian peasant, on the other hand, main- 
tains that the luck associated with the 
horseshoe is due chiefly to the metal, 
irrespective of its shape, iron being 
traditionally a charm wherewith tonul- 
lify the malevolent designs of evil 
spirits and goblins. 

Very different is the story by which 
the Irishman seeks to account for his 
liking for the same talismanic symbol. 
The name “Ironland” or “Ireland,” he 
will tell you, originated as follows: 

The whole island was once submerged 
in the sea, out of which it only rose 
ouce in seven years, and then only for 
a very short time. Many attempts 
hud been made to break the spell and 
induce the country to remain perman- 
ently above the waters, but all were 
vain, until one day a daring adven- 
lurer threw a horseshoe from a boat 
on to the topmost peak of the Wicklow 
Mountains, just as they were disap- 
pearing beneath the waves. Then at 
last Was the ban removed. The Emer- 
auld Isle began forthwith to rise again 
from the ocean depths into which it 
had sunk. And it has been dry land 
—inore or less—ever since. 

In tngland, up to comparatively re- 
cent times, horseshoes were extensively 
used almost everywhere as anti-witch 
charms; and the custom is not even 
yel an extinct one. No witch, it used 
to be said, could enter a building over 
the door of which a horseshoe—or, bet- 
ter still, three horseshoes—had been 
aitixed, prongs downwards. 

The origin of this particular belief 
is referable to the old legend of St. 
Dunstan. This versatile English ec- 
clesiastic Was a skilled farrier, and one 
day while at work in his forge the Evil 
One entered in disguise and requested 
Dunstan to shoe his “single hoof.” 
The saint, although he at once recog- 
nized his malign customer, acceded, 
but caused him so much pain during 
the operation that Satan begged him 
to desist. This Dunstan did, but only 
after he had made the Evil One 
promise that neither he nor any of the 
lesser evil spirits, his servants, would 
ever molest the inmates of a house 
where a horseshoe was displayed. 
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Millinery. 











WOMAN will go into a mil- 
liner’s, and by mistake pick 
up a ten-dollar hat, and trying 
it on will think how well she 
looks in it, until the saleslady 
comes up and tells her that’s 

an odd hat that was left over from 
last season, and then the woman will 
throw a silent fit, and with the re- 
mark that she was only looking around 
for something to wear to the market 
on rainy days, nod her head in a cer- 
tain direction with unerring instinct, 
and say: 

“Let me see that.” 

And the saleslady will thread her 
Way through the orchard of nickel- 
plated trees, and taking down about 
eighty-five cents’ worth of feathers 
and straw, aigrettes and beads and 
green basket-work and ostrich feathers 
and June roses, that’s marked at fifty 
dollars because it’s fresh from France, 
she will lift it on to the woman’s head, 
with the aid of a helper, and say: 

“There, madame, that’s our latest 
importation. It certainly does look 
stunning on you.” 

And all the mirrors in the place 
will begin to reflect the glories of that 
hat, and the woman will turn and 
twist, look at herself front and back 
and sideways, walk up and down, first 
on the starboard and then on the port 
tack, and hitch up her back hair and 
pat the sides, and concentrate her 
whole mind on the creation for as long 
as two minutes. And then she will 
say: 

“No duplicates 

And then the saleslady will draw 
herself up, with an air of injured 
pride, and exclaim: 

“Oh, dear, no. There is nothing 
else like it, I assure you. It has only 
just arrived on the steamer. It con- 
forms so nicely to the lines of your 
face. I don’t think I have ever seen 
a toque that was so becoming.” 

And then the woman will sigh, and 
eventually size up her husband in the 
distance, and wonder if he can pos- 
sibly stand it. And when at last she 
begins to hedge at the thought that, 
after all, there is a limit to Henry’s 
endurance, she will say, with a voice of 
careless indifference: 

“You might send it home on ap- 
proval.” 

Which will evoke from the saleslady 
a pathetic but forbidding smile. 

“T am afraid we cannot do that, 
madame, with this hat. I should like 
to oblige you, but it is entirely new, 
and we expect it to be sold before the 
day is over.” 

“Very well. Show me something 
else.”’ 

Every tree in the milliner’s orchard 
is thereupon stripped of its foliage, 
and in the course of about an hour 
and thirty minutes the woman decides. 
All the mirrors settle back with groans 
of relief. The saleslady assures her 
that she has a great bargain. Nothing 
so good for the money has ever gone 
out of their establishment. And that 
evening, when Henry has settled back 
with his cigar, the woman will say: 

“Henry, to-day I have made a great 
sacrifice for your sake. I saw a hat 
for fifty dollars that just exactly 
suited me. But I thought it was more 
than you could afford, so I didn’t get 
gd 

And Henry will straighten up and 
say: 

“Fifty dollars for a hat! Well, I 
should say so! How much did you 
pay?” 

“Well, guess.” 

“I should think you might have 
gotten a good one for eight or ten.” 

“Now, don't be absurd.” 

“Well, how much?” 

“Just think—only twenty-eight.” 

“Twenty-eight dollars for a hat. My 
stars! Why, there isn’t a hat in 
Christendom that’s worth twenty-eight 
dollars. You never paid so much be- 
fore.”’ 

And then the woman will put her 
arm around him with a gentle smile as 
ehe replies: 

“But you know, dear, that during 
the last year the prices of all neces- 
earies have risen.”-—Addison Fox, Jr. 
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Known for centuries and recommended by the greatest 
medical authorities for Stomach Disorders, Liver Com- 
plaints, Gout and Dyspepsia. 
Vichy in Syphons or Soda fountain is not Vichy. 
The genu'ne Vichy is sold in bottles only and every 
bottle has a tri-color neck label bearing the name of 


BOIVIN, WILSON & Co., Montreal. 


Sole Agents for Canada. 


TEACHER’S 
HIGHLAND 








Recommended by Physicians 
Drunk by Connoisseurs 


Easy to Shake. 










More than half the drudgery 
of ’tending a furnace is in the 
shaking down. Enough to 
break a man’s back, and cer- 






tainly no work for a woman, 
is the job of shaking down some furnaces. 


With a Sunshine Furnace you stand up and 
oscillate a gently working lever that a child could 
handle. It’s so easy you won't believe it, if you’ve 








been used to the common back-breakers. 


And the Sunshine is a hygienic, coal-saving, 
practical housewarmer in every way that a good 
furnace ought to be. 


Sold by all Enterprising Dealers. Write for booklet. 


M‘Clary’s 


London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B. 
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Charming New Novels 
On sale in our Book Department 


Thackeray says:—Novels are sweets. 


All 


people with healthy literary appetites love them. 
Almost all women; a vast number of clever, 


hard-headed business 


chancellors and mathematicians are conspicuous 


novel readers. 


Bred in the Bone 


Cloth 1.20. By Thomas Nelson Page 


After ten years of novel writing, Mr. 
Page here returns to his first love, the 
short story. Tbe seven stories in this 
collection are of the recent South, with 
war or reconstruction times as a back- 
ground, and all have the finished charm 
of Mr. Page’s best work. 





The Darrow Enigma 


Cloth 1.29 ; paper 65¢. By Melvin L. Severy 


pot and the crime _ inexplicablc—of 
course until the end of the book! What 
kind of a detective story would that be 


which left the mystery unsolved ? 
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The Duke Decides 
Cloth 1.08. 

A tew 
English hero of this yarn has consented 
to act as catspaw in a conspiracy to foist 
some bogus bonds on the Bank of Eng- 

lane, he finds himself lawfully seventh | 
Duke of Beaumanoir! Death is the pen- 
alty for deflection from the enterprise. 5 
By Elizabeth [iiller 


The Yoke Cloth 1 08. Paper 65c. 


A tale of the Children of Israel in the 
land of the Pharaohs, of the plagues that 


Paper 65c. By Henden Hill 





| preceded the going forth of the tribes, 
A detective story with a really novel | 


and the pursuit by the Egyptian host. 
A sort of antique haze skilfully evoked 
answers the purpose of Egyptology in 
providing a picturesque background for 
the lovers. 
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Special Summer Session 
DURING JULY and AUGUST 


There is no need for you to lose two or three months 
time. Ask for free particulars from 


THE... 


Y. M.C. A. BUILDING, TORONTO, ONT. 
It has many advantages to offer. 
W. Breoks, Principal. 


Look Nifty 


Have your outing suit well 
cleaned and pressed by our 
experts. The improvement in 
its appearance will be wonderful. 


R. PARKER & CO. 


Dyers and Cleaners 


201 and 791 Yonge St., w. King St. West, 
471 and 1267 Queen St, West, 277 Queen St. 

st. Phones—North 2011, Main 2143 and 
10 14, Park 98. 





New Goods and New Models 


In Costuming and 
Millinery » & & & 
at 406 and 408 Yonge Street 
Mrs. Joan Bishop Miss Alexander 


Telephone— Main 3077 





Stationery 


A carefully selected stock in all the 
leading shapes and sizes. 

Special attention given to embossing 
and card printing. 


MISS E. PORTER 


Phone— Main 2904. 47 KING 8ST. WEST 
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WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN 


Coal and Woed 


Peet os: 98 King St. East 


*Phone—M. 131 


USE 


Covernton’s Carbolic 
Tooth Wash 


It cleanses and preserves the teeth, 
sweetens the breath, prevents decay. 
Give it a trial and you will use no 
other. Price 25c., Soc. and $1.00 
bottle. For sale by all druggists. 


D. WATSON & CO., Agents 


Montreal. 





The Strength of 
our Wall Paper... 


is in the designs. They show the 
touch of talented artists. 

Colors, tints and tones are only 
equalled by nature. Not surpassed 
in beauty by anything to be found 
elsewhere in the city. Come and 
see them. 

We mail samples free: to [any 
address. 


TheW. J. Bolus Co., Limited 


245 YONGE ST., TORONTO 





Modern medicinal science has agreed 
that natural remedial agents are most 
efficacious when properly applied. The 
“St. Catharines Well” is one of Na- 
ture’s boons to tired humanity. At 
“The Welland” will be found an ideal 
resort for the tired brain-worker, or 
the sufferer from the ills of life. Sun 
parlors, roof promenade and beautiful 
surroundings. Before going south to 
expensive resorts secure a booklet from 
“The Welland,” St. Catharines, or G. T. 
Rell, general passenger agent of Grand 
Trunk Railway, Montreal, Que. 
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hours after the impoverished ' 


the cheap. considerations of 
modern publication. He writes only 
what is worth writing and invests 
every scene and story with his own 
peculiar charm. “The Forest Lovers” 
remains his most exquisite work in its 
remote loveliness, although “Richard 
Yea and Nay” had stronger charac- 
teristics. During the last year, the 
“Pall Mall Magazine” and the ‘‘Metro- 
politan’”’ contained his latest work, 
“The Queen’s Quair,’” which is now 
published in book form. 

The sub-title—‘‘The Six Years’ Trag- 
edy’’—defines the historic period and 
scope of the novel, which gives us in 
five hundred pages the story of half a 
dozen stormy years in the life of that 
ill-fated sovereign, Mary Queen of 
Scots. It would seem difficult to say 
anything new or conclusive about this 
Mary and her four Maries. But the 
author has no political essay to write 
—no historic inquiry into the affairs of 
the Casket Letters or the plots against 
“Cousin” Elizabeth. He himself tells 
best in the “Author’s Prologue” what 
he has set out to do. 

“If one were in the vein for the 
colors and haunted mists of Romance 
a there might be composed and 
by me a Romance of Queens out of my 
acquaintance with four ladies of that 
degree; among whom—to adopt the 
terms proper—were the Queen of Gall, 


MONG English novelists of 
to-day none holds a higher | 
place as literary artist than 
Mr. Maurice. Hewlett, whose } 


work is entirely unhurried by 


the Queen of Ferment, and the Queen | 
of Wine and Honey:—the Queen-Mother | 


of France, the Queen-Maid of 


Eng- | 


land, and the too-fair Queen of Scots | 


—to omit the fourth queen from such 
a tale would be for superstition’s sake, 
and not for lack of matter—I mean 
Queen Venus, who played her part in 
the affairs of her mortal sisters. A 
quair is a cahier, a quire, a little book. 
In one such a certain king wrote fairly 
the tale of his love-business; and here, 
in thig other, I pretend to show you 


all the’ tragic error, all the pain, known | 


only to her that moved in it, of that 
child of his children’s children, Mary 
of Scotland. 3ut no song ever 
pierced the fold of her secret, no book 
ever found out the truth, because none 
ever sought her heart. Here, then, 
is a book which has sought nothing 
else, and a song which springs from 
that only.” 

Mr. Hewlett has the courage of his 
literary convictions, as he showed most 
emphatically when he chose the title, 
“New Canterbury Tales,’’ for one of 
his collections of short stories. When 
he calmly announces that the “‘Quair” 
gives the story of the heart of a 
woman, and that woman one of the 
most complex who ever turned a king- 
dom upside down, he shows that his 
courage is in no immediate danger of 
subsiding. He divides this heart-his- 
tory into three books—‘‘Maids’ Adven- 
ture,’’ ‘“Men’s Business’ and ‘Market 
of Women,” closing with the installa- 
tion of Lord Moray as Regent of Scot- 
land. Some may wonder why Mr. 
Hewlett has selected those six years 
included in the term from Mary’s 
departure from France to her 
flight from Scotland as the trag- 
edy of her iife. Certainly the 
long imprisonment which ended in exe- 


cution on a gray February morning in | 


an English castle, would seem the 
crushing tragedy of the Queen’s life. 
But if one reviews all that strange 
career, it is 
conclusion that Mary the Woman had 
lived her life and buried her love be- 
fore Bothwell rode away from Carbery 
Hill. It was a weary broken creature 
who dragged out her captivity in Eng- 
land. So the true tragedy of her heart 
was in the years she spent in Scotland, 
where she lost lovers, youth and crown. 
In the first chapter we are taken to 
that “pleasant land of France’ which 
Mary is said to have left so reluct- 
antly, but in which she was decidedly 
unsafe after the death of “little wasted 
King Francis.” As the Cardinal of 
Lorraine comes to see his niece, we see 
the country in which they meet. “Far 
below the gray curtain-wal!l were the 
moat, the bridges, the trim gardens and 
steep red roofs of Orleans, the spired 
bulk of the great church; beyond all 
that the gay green countryside. A 
fresh wind was blowing out there. You 
saw the willows bend, the river cream 
and curd. The keen strength of day 
and the weather made her blink.” 
Whatever woman Mr. Hewlett has 
placed upon his canvas lives there in 
colors unfading. There is Jehane, with 
her eyes of wet gray, Isoult with her 
wealth of midnight hair, and here we 
have a picture of Mary, who has been 
variously described as blonde, brunette 
and auburn-haired. Were her eyes 
blue or gray or melting brown? Men 
of surpassing learning have gravely 
discussed these questions. 
girl, petted and pettish, pale (yet not 
unwholesome), chestnut-haired, she 
looked like a flower of the heat, lax 
and delicate. Her skin—but more, the 
very flesh of her—seemed transparent 
with color that warmed it from with- 
in, faintly, with a glow of fine rose. 
They said that when she drank you 
could see the red wine run like a fire 
down her throat. Her lower lids 
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impossible to avoid the | 
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“A tall slim | 












were nearly straight, her upper rather 
heavy; between them they gave her a 
sleepy appearance, when, slwoly lifting, 
they revealed the glimmering hazel of 
the eyes themselves. Hazel, I say, if 
hazel they were, which sometimes 
seemed to be yellow and sometimes 
showed all black; the light acted upon 
hers as upon a cat’s eyes. Beautiful 
she may not have been, though Mon- 
sieur de Brantome would never allow 
it; but fine, fine she was all over— 
sharply, exquisitely cut and modelled. 

é Her changes of mood were dan- 
gerous: 
of a 


she could wheedle the soul out 
saint, and then fling it back to 
him as worthless because it had been 
so easily got.” 

Speaking of the difference between 
imagination and fancy the writer says: 


“The first will leap full-fledged into 





MR. MAURICE HEWLETT. 


the life of the upper air from the egg 
of its beginning, while the second 
crouches long callow in the nest, and 
must be fostered into plumage before 
it can take its pretty flights.’’ Mr. 
Hewlett possesses a rich share of the 
first quality, and takes a leap through 
three centuries with an ease that is 
almost bewildering. When he writes a 
novelette of the Middle Ages we do not 
feel that the air is merely reminiscent 
of the tournament and the Crusades. 
He surrounds us with the very mediae- 
val atmosphere, and makes no apolo- 
gies for his merchants’ broad jests and 
the Italian duke’s cruelties—are they 
not the very stuff of the story? So 
in the court of Mary of Scotland we 






meet with exceedingly plain words 
from the four Maries and other fine 
ladies, and the passions of that tur- 
bulent time are set forth in no un- 
certain speech. The first book is 

most picturesque part of the narrative, 
giving us, as it does, the y of} 


Mary’s early experiences in j 





Scotland, 
ending with her marriage to Henry 
Stuart, Lord Darnley, whereupon 
great Knox exclaims: “So the wilful 
‘lass has got her master!’ But Mary} 
had not yet got her master, more’s 
the pity! The story of Scotland and of 
England in the latter half of the six- 


teenth century might be even 
reading than it is if the b 
Queen of Scots ha found 
Seottish husband in Bot 
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xe and present!) 
long alley she saw them mov slow! 
crimson cloaks and bared heads, the 
Duke in the midst, wearing his jew- 
eled bonnet. ... The Earl of we 
a galliard, as they say, ifevert e was 
one shed with rich blood, broad- 
sho ered, square-jawed, with a 
laugh so happy and so prompt 
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becomes a, weariness even to those who 
have cherished the most unfortunate 
of the Stuarts as a heroine of romance. 
She is surely one of the most ardent 
ladies who have given themselves to 
the service of Venus. She makes her 
favors s0 ent cheap that the 
court and deride them, while 
her lovers become weary of this eter- 
nal “Honeypot.” Neither Darnley nor 
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Bothwell cares much for her smiles a es 
and sweetness, nor can we find it in 4 
our hearts to wonder. Such a diet of AAAI | 
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of Moray, Mary's 
strong, silent antagor 
not altogether a hypocrite. A/| 
certain French valet belonging to the | 
Earl of Bothwell once declared that 
Lord Moray was that sort of man who, | 
if he had not a black cloak for Sunday, 
would be an atheist or even an epi- 
curean. “There was no one, certainly, 
who had a more intense regard for de- | 
cent observance than he. It was his 
very vesture; he would have starved 
or frozen without it. It clothed him 
completely from head to foot, and from 
the heart outwards. Much more than 
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that. There are many in this world 
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eyes. k&mposing upon those they meet. 


But this man imposed first of all upon 
himself. Perhaps such @ man can 
hardly deemed a sinner, whatever | 
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than this James Stuart, Earl of Mor 
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air of the worthy Pecksniff. 
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HE Toronto College of Music 
annual closing concerts have 
in the past attracted wide- 


spread interest, and have 
; been heard by audiences that 
Be | have taxed the capacity of 


: Massey Hall. That on Thursday even- 

i‘ ing of last week was no exception to 

i the rule, the auditors numbering some- 

where near three thousand lovers of 

4 music, many of whom were of course 

“a friends and relatives of the pupils. The 
programme was a very ambitious one 


f in relation to the piano work, for it 
! contained no fewer than six concerti 

for the instrument, either whole or in 
} part. The quality of the selections was 


unimpeachable, for what critic is there 
who would not be-satisfied with re- 
presentative works by Bach, Weber, 
Chopin, Mendelssohn, Moszkowski, 
‘ Hiller, Saint-Saens, Rossini and Han- 
del? There was, moreover, a compact 
little orchestra that gave a good ac- 
count of itself in accompanying the 
soloists. A better idea of the concerti 
was thus obtained than world have 
been possible with any arrangement 
for a second piano. Bach was repre- 
sented by the first movement of his 
concerto in C major for three pianos, 
the performers being the Misses Eu- 


~ ‘ genie Maxwell, Eveline Ashworth anc 
‘ Gertrude Anderson, pupils of Dr. Tor- 

) rington, who played the music with 

‘ considerable technical neatness and 


surety, and in good time. Much praise 
Was won by a blind student of the 
Ontario Institute of Brantford, Miss 
Maud Young, a pupil of Mr. Ernest A. 
Humphries, who played the first move- 
ment of Hiller’s brilliant concerto, op. 
69, with surprising certainty of exe- 
, cution and attack, and with marked 
natural musical taste. She, moreover, 
produced a mellow musical tone from 
the instrument. Charles E. Eggett, 
the talented pupil of Dr. Torrington, 
contributed the first movement of 
Moszkowski’s exacting concerto in E, 
which he rendered with brilliancy and 
finish. Pauline Grant, another pupil 
of Dr. Torrington, gave Weber’s Con- 
certstuecke in a manner more re- 
markable for delicacy than for power 
or decided rhythm. Miss Lillian Por- 
ter, a past pupil of Dr. Torrington, dis- 
played an advanced technique in the 
first movement of Chopin's concerto in 
F minor. A slight physical flagging 
was noticeable towards the close, but 
on the whole the movement was sus- 
tained with decision and gpirit. Miss 
Dolly Blair also gave assistance, and 
played with taste and brilliancy the 
Mendelssohn concerto in G minor. The 
vocalists were Ethel M. Robinson, who 
sang “On Mighty Pens,’ Haydn; 
Katharine Sllis, Mercadante’s ‘Ah! 
S'estinto;’’ W. Maurice Vanderwater 
the “Cujus Animam;” Mrs. W. Cleland 
Armstrong, “Robert toi que j'aime,” 
from “Robert le Diable;’’ Miss Alvena 
M. Springer, ‘‘“My Heart at Thy Sweet 
vi Saint-Saens; Arthur Leit- 
the “Pro Peccatis,’’ from the 
“Stabat Mater,’ and J. D. Richardson, 
who joined Mr. Leitheuser in the 
Handelian duet, “The Lord is a Man 
of War.” These singers all won great 
applause. The teachers represented by 
were Dr. Torrington and 

Richardson. 
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must win to be a man 
of the day. Of the hundreds of thou- 
sands who get nothing nobody speaks.” 
The situation for composers in 
appear to be 
hopeful. In that country in 1902 
no fewer than 7,383 instrumental works 
rere published, of which 514 were for 
orchestra 822 for string instruments, 
ind 3,574 piano. The vocal music 
comprised 75,000 works, and there were 
354 books on music and 57 musical 
journals, ‘ 
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This prize one 
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The music of Jean Sibelius, 
nish composer, has of late 
ittention both in New York 
ion. He is said to be a 
ind is yet young, 


the Fin- 
attracted 
and Lon- 
real genius, 
having been born in 
1865 at Tavastehus, Finland. Mr. 
Philip Hall has translated the follow- 
ing interesting excerpt from Dr. Wal- 
ter Riemann’s critical study on Fin- 
nish music: ‘“Sibelius’s music has as 
its basis, first of all, nationality—pure 
home art, to employ this misused word 
correctly for once. The subjects which 
he chooses for vocal or instrumental 
representation tell us that; the forms 
of the native runic lays, of the na- 
tional epic ‘Kalevala,’ of the native 
i authors Runeberg and Topelius, come 
to life again in tones. Like all mod- 
ern Scandinavian music, his is founded 
{ on the folk-song, showing its melodic 
and rhythmical influence as plainly as 
do the Norwegian effusions of Grieg. 
It is the music of a melancholy, dream- 











ing, deep affliction; of ardent, im- 

, % petuous longing for the sun; of sup- 
pressed hope; of wilful boldness—a 

. music of the tenderest, most intimate 


, ' nature-poesy, in a style of the most re- 
; i* fined type. It has in common with the 
rest of Scandinavian music the closely 
knit, as we are used to say, ‘short 
breath,’ melody and fundamental 
melancholy, which latter, with Sibelius, 
generally takes at once the tone of a 


oe veiled, reflective mood of infinity, as 
as, it spreads over the poor country of 








‘the thousand seas,’ gilded by the 
magical and pale shimmering midnight 
sun—over the endless unvaried moor 
and forest and roaring waterfalls, with 
their short summer. One falls directly 
into the train of his mood in his ‘Saga,’ 
one of the most magnificent, most 
heartrending and _ strongly affecting 
tone pictures of our time, in which, as 
one can perceive easily, Sibelius has 
set forth in tones for posterity the 
present lot of his people. We do not 
need a ‘programme’ for his ‘Saga’ to 
tell us every moment what hovered 
before the composer. Only one thing 
characteristic of the young Norse 
school is lacking in his works—the 
cheerful, joyous element. Sibelius’s art 
is profoundly, formidably earnest and 
serious—everything appearing gray en- 
veloped in gray, with scarcely a gleam 
of stnlight to brighten the funda- 
mental mood of longing and deep af- 
fliction. . He who has not made a 
close study of the peculiarities of 
Seandinavian music will find Sibelius’s 


original, tuneful and interesting; but 
its most secret beauties, its spiritual 
riches, its often almost sharp. elo- 
quence, are fully revealed only to his 
own people—to whose glory it was 
written from his heart. Sibelius’s 
name will never set for Finland; he 


is her greatest national composer, 

Runeberg of music. No composer has 

described in music the fate of an en- 

tire people more truly and sympatheti- 

cally than Sibelius has done already.” 
* 


her 


An untimely shower early on Tues- 
day evening doubtless limited the at- 
tendance at St. George’s Hall at the 
recital given jointly by Miss Berenice 
Parker, M.F.L., B.E., and two pupils 
of Miss Nora Kathleen Jackson—Miss 
Ruby Pendrith, contralto, and Mr. 
Chester W. Scott, bass. The concert 
was, nevertheless, thoroughly enjoyable 
and the programme of more than usual 
interest. Miss Parker was as great a 
favorite as usual and proved equally 
bappy in dramatic or humorous roles. 
Her recitations included a scene from 
“Henry VIII.,’’ Bulwer-Lytton’s “Aux 
Italiens,” Bunner’s “The Tenor,’ and a 
screamingly funny sketch, “In an Ele- 


vator,” which brought shrieks of 
laughter from the audience. The 
singers, Who have each been heard 


in public before, showed marked 
progress in their art, and received lib- 
eral tributes of popular approval. The 
singing of both Miss Pendrith and Mr. 
Scott is marked by a thoroughness and 


careful regard for detail which pro- 
mise well at the outset of a musical 
career. Several of the songs were 
charming compositions which one 
would like to hear oftener. Among 
them may be mentioned: Canzone, 
“Dormi, Dormi,’’ Ricci; ‘For Thee,” 
Kemp; “Absent,” Metcalfe; ‘Mother 
o’ Mine,”’ Tours; “Night of Nights,” 
Van de Water; “The ’Longshoreman,” 


Chesham; 


“When I Gaze on a Rose,” 
Trotere. 


Miss Pendrith, who is a mem- 


ber of the Sherlock Concert Bureau, 
appeared to be equally at home, and 
ilways artistic, in French, German and 
Italian songs. Mr. Scott has the ma- 
terial for a fine mellow bass voice, 
which he has already got under good 
control and handles well. 
+ 
Under the administration of Mr. 


Herbert Putnam and the superintend- 
ence of O. G: Sonneck, the division of 


music in the Library of the United 
States Congress is rapidly becoming 


stitution of significance and value. 
sixty pages in the “Select List of 
Recent Purchases in Certain Depart- 
ments of Literature,” reprinted from 
the librarian’s last report, are filled 
with titles of musical works, consist- 
ing of full scores and vocal scores of 
operas, oOratorios, cantatas and _= so 
forth, orchestral scores and chamber 
nusic, books of psalmody, dictionaries 
musie and biographical, historical, 
‘itical, theoretical, philosophical and 
-dagogical works. On the whole, ex- 
it judgment has been exercised in 
king the collection, and, considering 
* youthfulness of the division, the re- 
achieved are commendable. The 
ision of music was set apart when 
Library of Congress was reorgan- 
ized in 1897. Except a few rarities, all 
the music contained in the collection 
Was that which had been deposited in 













the 















Washington between 1800 and 1897, un- 
der the copyright law—the most of it, 
as can be imagined, of little or no 
value. There were few European pub- 
lications earlier than 1891, owing to 
the absence of a copyright law, and 
these few were princi, y works of 
American composers. Si 1891 pro- 
tection has been given to the worl of 
foreign authors entered for cop ght, 
and the library has acquired an ex- 
tensive collection of contemporary Eu- 
ropean music. During the last three 
vears books and musi e 
bought in order to make the 

center of research to the student, critic 
and historian of music. Special atten- 
tion, says Mr. Putnam, has been paid 
to early American psalmody, Civil War 
music and to social publications of an 


nistorical character, such as the “Denk- 


maeler der Tonkunst in Oesterreich.” 
On July 1, 19038, says Mr. Sonneck, “‘the 
total number of volumes and pieces of 
music in the division was estimated at 
366,735, this being an increase of 21,- 
224 over the preceding year. In addi- 


tion 


some 


the division had in its custody 
4,700 volumes and pamphlets 
jealing with the history and theory of 
music. Not included in this enumera- 
tion was instructive material estimated 
it about 6,000 volumes, pamphlets and 
pieces set apart in a special section of 
the collection. The accessions during 
the last ten months would bring the 
grand total of the collection to the 
neighborhood of 400,000 iterms.”’ Mr. 
Sonneck writes: “This collection will 
be made as freely accessible as any 
other in the Library of Congress, and 
the Library of Congress is now the 
national library of the United States, 
entirely free and accessible without 
formality. Regarding itself as having 
a duty of research, wherever originat- 
ing, it is also quite ready, within its 
capacity, to answer inquiries addressed 
to it by mail.” CHERUBINO. 


“You never saw my hands as dirty 
as that,’ said mamma. 


“'Cause I never saw you when you 


were a little girl,” was little Irene’s 
prompt answer. 

Effie—Silly! Dolls don't eat any- 
thing! 

Bertie—Don't—eh? Well, that old 
one of yours that I cut open was 
stuffed chock-full of breakfast food! 

ae - ~— > Pome. 





TORONTO SATURDAY 


The Sportsman in Thibet. 


HEN British troops have 
opened the mysterious land 
of Thibet to. civilization 
travellers will be able to 
see at close quarters many 
animals rare and curious. 

If Thibet offers no attractions to the 
tourist who requires luxurious travel- 
ling, to the sportsman and the natural- 
ist it is a veritable paradise, though 
far from Edenic in some respects. 
With a surprisingly rich fauna space 
can only be found here for a brief 
survey of some of the more remark- 
able animals of this strange land, and 


NIGHT. 


would ’a’ been a-drownded if it hadn't 
been for hoop-skirts. When she went 
overboard they jest ballooned around 
her an’ held her up till help come.” 
But what we was discussin’ wasn’t 
wearin’ ‘em to bathe in, but wearin’ 
‘em to go to meetin’ in. 

“TIT sh’ld think you'd find life at sea 
awful hard,’’ a man said to me. I 
looked 
wore out like. ‘What you been doin’?” 
I asked of him. “Oh, nothin’ much.” 
says he; “jest potterin’around my place, 
I got up kind of early to mow th’ lawn. 
Then I had some trouble with th’ 
water-pipes. Later—that’s what makes 
me look so dusty like—a sewer connec- 






























































these are all of exceptional interest. | tion busted, an’ I had to crawl under 
One of the largest of the Mammalia | th’ house to fix it.” “Tag! says I. 
is the yak or grunting ox. Standing | “You're it,’ says I. ‘Livin’ at sea, I 


between five and six feet high at the 
shoulders, the bulk of this strange- 
looking creature is not a little exag- 


never have th’ same front yard twice, 
an’ don’t have to mow th’ seaweed. Th’ 
hull ocean is my sewer, an’ it’s th’ most 


gerated by the enormous growth of | sanitary ever known. An’ as for water, 
hair upon the lower part of the body | why, I make my sailors fill my tanks 
and tail. Beneath the outer coat, | when I’m in port.” 


moreover, there is a layer of fine wool 
known as “pushim,’” which is highly 
prized for the making of cloth. The 
extraordinary tail is one of the most 
conspicuous features of Thibetan mon- 
asteries or lamaseries, being suspended 
on poles as streamers. Throughout the 
East these tails are used as fly-whisks, 


“Why,” asked th’ pretty passenger of 
me, “do you allus speak of ships as 
‘she’ ?’* “Oh,” says I, “it’s because 
they're so graceful an’ so useful an’ so 
lovable, an’ answer to th’ helm so 
quick, an’ make you love ‘em so, an’ 
are so stanch in rough weather, an’ so 
gen'ly charmin’,’” I says, real gallant. 


and in China they are dyed red and] an’ then I went to th’ chart-room, 
fixed to the roofs of summer resi-| Where th’ engineer was waitin’ with 
dences as pendants. Living near the 


an estimate of th’ cost of repairs to th’ 
machinery, an’ th’ first mate with a 
guess at th’ cost of necessary new sail- 
cloth, an’ th’ bosun’s mate with a kick 
from the crew for more wages an’ bet- 
ter grub. Then I hustled for that 
pretty passenger. I wanted to tell her 
another reason—I wanted to say to 
her, “An’ ‘cause they’re so expensive.” 
But I couldn't find her nowheres. Th’ 
stewardess said she was in her state- 
room, a-showin’ of her jewelry to 
another woman.—‘‘Judge.” 


region of perpetual snow, and of fierce 
Gisposition, the hunting of the yak is 
not to be lightly undertaken. In spite 
of temper, however, it is easily domes- 
ticated, and forms an invaluable beast 
of burden, being wonderfully sure- 
footed. and capable of carrying great 
weights. It is, however, unable to eat 
corn, and forced marches, exhausting 
alike to man and beast, are often on 
this account necessary. 

Barren and inhospitable, the high 
table-lands of Thibet harbor yet other 
hoofed animals as remarkable as the 
yak—the chiru antelope for example, 
which, like the strange saiga, has de- 
veloped an enormous swollen nose. It 
is supposed that this enlarged size of 
the nasal chamber is directly due to 
the need of some special adaptation for 





“Having rheuma- 
I'm having 
“Tribune.” 

Carrye—I didn’t accept Fred the first 
time he proposed. 


“I'm getting old.” 
tism?” ‘Worse than that. 
reminiscences.’’—-Cincinnati 


: : 3 : “ c . , idn’t—y 
breathing the highly rarefied air of Edna—I know you didn’t—you 
these regions. The little goa or Thi- | weren't there.—Exchange. 
betan gazelle, and a magnificent wild “I maintain,” she declared, “that 
sheep, the argali, manage, like the women are better speakers’ than 
chiru, to thrive where in summer the 9 ' 

; $ men. 
sun scorches by day, and icy blasts 


“But sometimes quantity is mistaken 


prevail at night, and herds of wild dogs | ¢o, quality,” he pointed out. 


are ever on the prowl. More difficult 
to stalk than any other Thibetan “T believe some good fellow once de- 
game, the argali still further allures | fined champagne as ‘bottled laughter. 


the sportsman by the fact that it car- 
ries superb horns, which may attain a 
length of 48 inches, and a girth of 
20 inches at the base. Old rams will 
leap from a height of 80 feet with con- 
fidence. 

The ibex, and a very remarkable ani- 
mal known as the Dharal, or. blue 
sheep of Thibet, but which appears 
to be more goat than sheep, also de- 
serve mention here. 

The show deer, a beast nearly as big 
as the great wapiti, has very seldom 
fallen to the gun of the European. No 
complete specimen has yet been sent 
to Europe. In England it is repre- 
sented only by five skulls and horns in 
the British Museum, and as many more 
in different private collections. The 
horns are of great size; the record in 
the number of points—thirteen—is in the 
British Museum. The spread between 
the tips of the horns is over three feet, 
and the width between arched stems 
may be as much as 8 feet 9 3-4 inches. 


Wonder how he ceme to think of that?” 
“Don’t know--let’s have another 
smile!” 
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Of the three species of wild ass 

which occur in Asia, one, the kiang, 

ie peculiar te hikes, MR. RECHAB TANDY 
Perhaps the most curious of the TENOR 

large animals of Thibet is the great 

panda, a bear-like creature whose ex- Teacher of Artistic Singing. 

act affinities yet puzzle the expert. In Studio— Conservatory of Music, 


coloration it is remarkable, patches of 
jet black being set in strong contrast 
by a cream-colored ground. Little is 
known about the creature, but it is 
conjectured that this coloration is pro- 
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as the Orange-snub-nosed monkey, it 

lives in troops amid the taller trees. 

After it color the next conspicuous ARTHUR BLIGHT 

feature about this animal is its “tip- 

tilted” nose! CONCERT BARITONE 
The great cats are worthily repre- | 

sented by the rare snow leopard, a, TEACHER OF ADVANCED 

specimen of which is now to be seen SINGING 

at the Zoological Gardens in London; 

only twice previously has it been 
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brought to England alive. 

Two of the most prized denizens of 
cur aviaries occur in a wild state in 
Thibet. These are the gorgeous golden 
and Amherst pheasants. The latter, 
it is suggested, could profitably be in- 
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An Old Salt’s Observations. 


HEN I was real certain about 
things I used to say, ‘“‘As sure 
as shootin’.” But then I 
_ learned that in modern war- 
fare sixteen hundred pounds of lead 
are shot for ev'ry man that’s killed, an’ 
now I’ve changed my sayin’ to “As 
Sure as bettin’ on th’ races,” referrin’ 
not to th’ certainty of winnin’, but to 
that of goin’ broke. I ain't seen no 
reason for to make another change. 
We had our weddin’-tour right here 
on th’ ship. “What makes th’ ocean 
look so blue?” asks Lyddy of me. “Re- 
flectin’ of your eyes,” I says, real gal- 
lant. There come a sea change. “x 
know what makes it look so green,” 
says she, an’ looked me over, laughin’ 
so that I jest felt fluttered. Then I 
stepped back a mite away from the 
rail, so that I couldn't be reflected in 
th’ water. “There!” says she. “It’s 
blue ag’in.” 


Some women are jest great on argu- 
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THE MODEL SCHOOL of MUSIC 


193 BEVERLEY STREET 























Vocal, Violin, Piano. ‘pressi 
and Physical Culture. Meyers Music Method 
for beginners. Thoroughly competent staff and high 


standard work in all departments. For particulars 
call or write. 


Theory, Ex om 











W. L. FORSTER 
° PORIKAIT PAINTER 
Studio—24 King Street West 


Wood Carving Studio 


JOHN |. RIDPATH 


Studio will be closed during quly ard Augus¢. 
Room 40, Yonge Street Arcade, 








PROFESSIONAL. 


GHRERMAN E. TOWNSEND 


Public Accountant and Auditor 
MeKinnon Building, Teronte 
Room 210. ‘Phone—M ain 330. 














RAILWAY TRANSPORTATION. 
RAILWAY 


seey LD) este, \ SYSTEM 


WHERE TO SPEND YOUR VACATION: 
The Highlands of Ontario, comprising 
the Muskoka Lakes, Lake of Bays, Georg- 
and Kawartha Lakes, is the 
finest summer resort region in America. 
Beautifal, picturesque landscapes, excel- 
lent fishing and boating. The hotel ac- 
commodation is of the best. From To- 
ronto take the Muskoka Express, leaving 
10.45 a.m., for Muskoka Lake points, or 
at 11.30 a.m., for Georgian Bay and Lake 
of Bays. 

Montreal, Portland, Quebec, White 
Mountains, and seaside resorts are quickly 
and comfortably reached by fast express 
trains leaving Toronto at 9.00 a.m. and 
10.30 p.m. 

The service and equipment via Grand 
Trunk is unexcelled. Through Pullman 
Sleeper and Vestibule Coach to St. Louis 
on NEW WORLD'S FAIR EXPRESS, 
leaving Toronto 8.00 a.m. daily, also 
through Sleeper on International Limit- 
ed at 4.40 p.m. 
$19.2 —ROUND TRIP—And an op- 

. portunity to visit your friends 
in Chicago, Detroit, or at any intermedi- 
ate Canadian Station. 

Tickets, ilustrated literature, and full 
information at City Office, north-west 
corner King and Yonge streets. 





ta! 


LANADIAN 4 


+ ACIFIC AY 
Single Dominion 


Fare Da 


Good going June 30th, July Ist ; return- 
ing until July 4th. 


$2—Fort Erie and Return 
from Toronto. Good going 9.45 a.m, 


train only June 27th ; valid tor return un- 
til June 28th. 


St. Louis and Return from 
oronto 


T 
$19.20 


Good for fifteen days. First-class palace 
sleeper leaves Toronto for St. Louis daily 
at 7.55 p.m. 

Double Daily Service between 


Winnipeg, Vancouver and Pacific coast, 
Toronto at 1.45 p.m. and 12.01 a.m, 


Full particulars from Canadian Pacific agents or 
A. H. Notman, A.G.P.A., Toronto. 


Ticket Ofie, 


Toronto-Montreal Line 


Steamers Toronto and Kingston 
Daily, except Seater, for Ro- 





Toronto, 
leaving 





chester, 1000 Islands, pids, st, 
3 P.M. Lawrence, Mentreal, Quebec, 
. Murray Bay, Riviere DuLoup, 


"‘ladovsac, Saguenay R ver, 


New York, Boston, Albany. 


Connect ons are made at Charlotte, Clayton 
and Montreal with all rail lines. Good con- 
nection made at Charlotte for New York and 


oS Hamilton-Montreal Line.” 


Zuestoys, on eter, 208 

urdays for Bay u 

7.30 P.M. Ports, tema and Seer 
mediate ports. 


Low Rates on this line. 


Saturday-to-Monday Excursion 


3. P.M, every Saturday, Charlotte, Kingston. 
1000 Islands, Breckville and Prescott, arriving 


ip, Toronto Monday, 645 a.m., by Steamer 


ton. 
Tiekets and further information, apply to 
R. & O. Agents, or write . 
H. FOSTER CHAFFBE, 
Western Passenger Ageat, Toronto 


Niagara River Ling 


Dally, Except 
Sunday 
Steamers leave Yonge Street wharf at 7.30 a.m., 
pom. 174,M., 2 D.M., 3.45 Pm. and 5.15 p.m., for 
iagara, Lewiston and Queenston, connecting with 
New York Central and Hudson River R.R., Michigan 
Central R.R., Niagara Gorge R.R. and Internationial 
R.R. Arrive Toronto 10, 30 A.M., 1.15 P.M, 3.15 P.m., 
4-45 p.m,, 8.30 p.m,, 1¢.30 p.m, 
Low rates and attractive routes to St, Louis Fair. 
Family Book Tickets new em Sale at 
General Office, 14 Front Street East. 


B. W. FOLGER, Manager. 
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RHE ostrich that buries its head in the sand is no 


more hidden from view than the unseen defect 
ina piano. ‘The flaw is always there, marring 


the tone—the rift within the Iute. 


Imperfect wood—and even a little crack means 
imperfection—is thrown out, in our workshops. 
Imperfection of any kind can never be a part of a 


Mason and Risch Piano. 


We train our workmen to know good wood 
and use no other—not skilfully to cover defects. 

Every step in the manufacture of a Mason and 
Risch Piano is in the hands of conscientious experts 


and their work is carefully watched. 


We sell the Mason and Risch Piano on an 
easy-payment plan, that makes it possible for any 
family in moderate citcumstances to own one. 
Write for catalogues and full particulars. 5 


MASON AND RISCH 
The Piano with a Soul 


Mason and Risch Piano Company, Limited, Toronto 


Toronto Warerooms—32 King Street West 








The United Arts & Crafts 





A Corner in the United Arts & Crafts Wood-Workin ; Room. 


Studio Telephone Main 3627 


Workshop Telephone North 2679 











Automobiles that are re- | 
liable—that run easily—are | lavi 
easily operated. 


THE | 


Ivanhoe, | TORONTO VIAVI CO. 


Packard, | 
Peerless, 
Thomas, 


Ford, 


Stevens-Duryea, 
Autocar. 


“Automobile Corner,” 


CANADA CYCLE & MOTOR CO., 
Bay and Temperance Sts., Toronto, 


Utes 
SUIT ea ) 


There is only one difference 
between 


MacLaren’ 


and 


Others 


and that is a difference of 
quality. 


But it is too great a differenc: to be overlooked 





FRANCIS 


BARITONE 
Teacher of Tone Production and Singing Metro 


politan School of Music. 


Teaching during July and August. 
Bell Piano Warerooms—146 Yonge Street. 
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s Imperial 


COOMBS 


| 
*"PHONE—MAIN 3049. 
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SUITE L, | 
CONFEDERATION | 
| 


LIFE BUILDING, 
TORONTO, 
CAN. 


Ladies 


Shirts 


and... 


-\ Shirt- 


Waist 


Costumes 


al . | 
Tailored to 
Measure 
Shirts,complete, 
3.50 up. 


Costumes, com- 
plete, 15.00 up. 


MacKay 
THE SHIRT TAILOR 


101 Yonge St. 


THE RYRIE 


“Gold Clip” 


EYE-GLAS}3 - 


Shur-On Style 


They show the least and stay on the best. 


RYRIE BROS. 


OPTICIANS-TO-THE-PEOPLE 























Miss Maud Gordon of the Conserva- 
tory of Music is spending the summer 
in Connecticut. 

Mrs. Charles MacPherson of Detroit, 
formerly Miss Helen G. Mitchell of 
Toronto, is visiting her aunt, Mrs. 
Kinsella, 95 Gloucester street. 

7 


Mrs. Cecil Trotter and her family 
will spend July and August at Ather- 
ley, Lake Simcoe, where Dr. Trotter 
will join them in August. 


Mrs. Herbert E. Turner and her son, 
of Rat Portage, Ont., arrived in town 
on Sunday and are the guests of the 
former’s parents in Lisgar street. 

* 


Dr. and Mrs. Price-Brown have gone 
to Europe, sailing from Montreal on 
the “Tunisian,” of the Allan Line. They 
expect to return to the city during the 
first week of September. 

2 


Mr. and Mrs. J. H. Kamman and 
Miss Mighton of Buffalo, N.Y., passed 
through Toronto on Monday, in their 
automobile en route east, and regis- 
tered at the King Edward Hotel. 


Dr. John Hoskin of The Dale and 
Mr. Byron E. Walker received D.C.L. 
degrees from ‘Trinity University on 
Wednesday afternoon at 3.45 o’clock. 


On Thursday afternoon of last week 
the fifteenth annual commencement of 
the Presbyterian Ladies’ College was 
followed by a most enjoyable garden 
party, the handsome grounds behind 
the college in Bloor street being filled 
with the friends of that popular in- 
stitution. Mrs. MacIntyre, the presi- 
dent, and members of the staff received 
in the library, from which bright room 
the guests passed out to wide veran- 
dahs and flag-decked lawns. Mrs. Mac- 
Intyre wore a rich gown of jetted lace 


over ivory-white silk with touches of 0 v 

old rose and marguerites; Miss Pat- | west corner King and Yonge streets. 
erson a black voile over taffeta. Miss olla 

Phillips wore a pretty gown of pale Independent Order of Foresters. 
green crepe de soie, Miss McDougall 

a reseda gown, trimmed with cream ; : A ne bind «ee 
lace Miss Lyons and Miss Simmers The Independent Order of ca 
ace, avLiss 4) Ss ¢ SEISS 8 Mere -s adtins i ir Foresters’ Orphairs’ 
were in dainty white organdie. Miés Ay a Sine aand De sana 
Harrison wore a green. voile, with ante oth Be Mae "Mhe Malidine ts 
trimming of chiffon. The large mar- es ae : 3 


quee, where refreshments were served, 
eentained tables decorated with ferns, 


marguerites and white roses, which eee nas gee tie aan — dices 
Were waited upon in charming fash- an Reena tert t . +t Seana 
ion by the elder pupils. The two Bae acer s sa ey Ste Mer apet 
young graduates, Miss B. Bowbeer and | 7° sufficient to maintain then 
aca aa eee ee a ne great work of the Order is 


Miss F. M. Murray, were heartily con- 
gratulated by many friends. Among 
present were: Mr. and Mrs. 
Blaikie, Mr. and Mrs. W. Houston, 
Rev. B. D. and Mrs. Thomas, Mrs. J. 
c. Gunn, Mrs. W. Christie, Miss Mc- 
Callum, Mrs. McCormick, Mrs. Sharpe, 


those 


LT 
IH 


front of the College at half-past five 
has not often been seen at Trinity. 
The Provost, in his searlet robes, re- 
ceived on the terrace, assisted by Mrs. 
Charles Fleming and Mrs. Symons. 
The immense marquee on the lawn 
shaded a bountiful table of refresh- 
ments, and the hundreds of guests 
enjoyed the perfect afternoon, and the 
interestin~ occasion, glancing admir- 
ingly at the fine gates which now 
separate Trinity grounds from. the 
pavement, and which were formally 
oponed on Wednesday. 
+ 


Among the guests who met Mr. Dixon 
and Colonel and Mrs. Merritt of Lon- 
don, England, at the Grange on Wed- 
nesday, were His Honor the Lieuten- 
ant-Governor and Mrs. Mortimer 
Clark, Colonel and Mrs. Otter, Colonel 
and Mrs. McLean, Mr. and Mrs. John 
Hagarty, Mr. and Mrs. Gordon Mac- 
Kenzie, Captain and Mrs. Burns, who 
have just returned from England, Miss 
Cawthra of Yeadon Hall, that sweet 
little pair of bridesmaids from _ the 
Coolmine wedding, with many of the 
guests from Trinity, who came in later. 

_ 


July 
to rejoin 


Mr. Percival Ridout leaves on 
18 for Folkestone, England, 
Mrs. Ridout. 


Cn a te 


The school year of the Model School 
of Music, Beverley street, closed with 
a series of pupils’ recitals on the even- 
ings of the 25th, 27th, 28th and 29th 
of June, in which fifty pupils took part, 
representing work done in the vocal, 
violin and pianoforte departments. The 
recitals were well attended and suc- 
cessful in every way. 





Best of Equipment and Through Sleepers 





On the Grand Trunk’s new World's 
Fair Express, leaving Toronto daily at 
8 a.m., also through vestibule coach to 
St. Louis and dining car to Port 
Huron. The International Limited 
leaving at 4.40 p.m. has through vesti- 
bule Pullman to St. Louis and parlor 
car to Detroit. Everything is un-ic- 
date on the popular line to the Great 
World’s Fair. Low raie of $19.20 in 
effect from Toronto, includes stopover 
at Chicago, Detroit and Canadian sta- 
tions. 

Tickets, 
full 


and 
north- 


illustrated 
information at 


literature 
city office. 















now completed and is a magnificent 
structure. It is intended by t} 


taking 


other f 


gratulaied upon 
in advance of all raternal 
cieties in this country. We understand 
that the system to be adopted in 
nection with the children 
leaves the choice in the 





con- 
selection of 


the hands of 











rari s ig . ste yy iront a- 

Mrs. Becher, Miss Macklem, Dr. Clark | Various High Courts. Dr. Oronhya 

. ~ : tekha is indeed engaged in it 
(Australia), Mr. and Mrs. Fraser (Ham- Sr. -Ani "hee manainer this eR 
ilton), Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Thorn, Miss ee “PR ina a lige amgmagae a  is = 
Scott Rev. Dr. Courtice Rev. Dr. has eee himself see Pees Ce Veen oF 
oe chs iiceke rade, Mr. ee et ~ ae, — Lys 
Sherwood, (Or. Little, De. isabel Little, oe oe Ml be de. 
Mr. and Mrs. Cringan Dr. and Mrs whether Foresters OF not, will be . e- 
Se ee cre aac : cane ©) gioreet cemcae.” 06 Meee ed see a he Supreme Chief 
G. Kennedy, Mrs. Oliphant, Mrs. Wil- ipl ae Ss te ates 
anon Pagal onal ae ne age gn in this great undertaking. We trust 
Mis an Riddell. atta WwW tts. B yee aids that as the years go by continued suc- 
* sses ¥ 211, svISS é s, Poti, J s. 5 ee : a 
Wanless (Duluth), Rev. and Mrs. | °®SS My attend his efforts. 
J. A. Macdonald, Professor and 
Mrs. Hume, Mr. and Mrs. Lamont, ° 
Colonel and Mrs. Jones, Mrs. T. Lawn Bowling. 
Galbraith, Rev. Mr. and Miss : 7 
Graeb, Mrs. Burden, Mrs. J. Y. Eaton, are very active this 
Dr. Wilson, Rev. and Mrs. A. McMil- their rinks 


lan, Miss E. Robertson (St. Cathar- 
ines), Mr. and Mrs. Williams (Oshawa), 


Mr. and Mrs. E. T. Malone, Mr. and 
Mrs. Lamont, Dr. and Mrs. MeVittie, 
Mr. G. W. Grote, Mr. and Mrs. W. J. 
Gage, Miss Gage, Rev. Dr. Wild, Mrs. 
W. H. Oliphant, Mrs. R. S. Williams, 
Mrs. Moore, Mrs. and Miss Milliken, 
Mrs. Lee, Mrs. Bowbeer, Mrs. and 
Miss M. Murray, Mrs. Ludwig, Mrs. 
T. Galbraith, Mrs. Gilchrist, Miss 


Hall, Miss Burns, Miss 
Mrs. Dowsley, 


and Mrs. Rob- 


Misses 
Mrs. Hossack, 
Mrs. John Eaton, Mr. 
ertson, Mrs. J. Steele and Miss Steele, 
Mrs. FF. TT: Fox, Mrs. Needham, 
lady principal Ottawa Ladies’ College; 
Mrs. and Miss Swayn (Hamilton), Mrs. 
and Miss Newman (St. Catharines), 
Miss Ethel Robinson (St. Catharines), 
Mrs. William Christie, Miss M. Collum, 
Mrs. Ogilvie (Wisconsin), Miss Jones 
and Miss Richard (Switzerland), Miss 
W. L. Milligan. 


Bain, 
and 


The marriage of Major James Cooper 
Mason, D.S.O., son of Lieutenant- 
Colonel Mason, R.O., and Miss Jean 
Florence McArthur, eldest daughter of 
Mrs. McArthur of 119 St. George street, 
took place on Wednesday, and after 
the ceremony, which was private, a 
brilliant reception was held on the 
large shaded lawn in rear of the Mc- 
Arthur homestead. It would be im- 
possible to find a fairer afternoon for 
an al fresco function. The good omen 
of the weather but confirmed the deep- 
seated conviction of the friends of the 
happy pair, that this wedding will be 
only an episode in a firm, true affec- 
tion,and that as the gallant Major 
said in his speech of acknowledgement 
When healths were drunk, if they are 
not the happiest of couples it will not 
be their fault. Seen from the raised 
balcony the scene in the garden was 
perfect. Small groups of guests sat 
at small tables, or clustered around 


the bridal party, who after receiving 
in the drawing-room at half-past three, 
led the way to the lawn, where a 
buffet was spread with endless good 


things. The bride’s gown was of white 
satin, very beautifully trimmed with 
rare lace, a tulle veil fell from a spray 
of orange blossoms arranged crown- 
wise on her dark hair. The bridal 
bouquet was of roses and lily of the 
valley. Her maid of honor and brides- 
maids, Miss Edith and Miss Louise 
MeArthur, Miss Mary Mason, and Miss 
Helen Douglas, were pictures of 
girlish grace in shell pink dresses, 
with yellow lace and hats to match, 
ind carried pink sweet-peas. Mr. 
Harry Kingston was best man. The 
wedding party were attended by three 


ushers, Captain Barker, Dr. MecGilliv- 
ray, and Mr. Cassels. Mr. Peter Mc- 
Arthur, uncle of the bride, gave her 


away, and in a good speech proposed 
the health of the bride and groom, 
An orchestra played during the re- 
ception, and a splendid array of gifts 
and many congratulatory telegrams 
were in the spacious rooms. The bride 
and groom went west for the honey- 
moon, and will visit the St. Louis 
Exposition. Mrs. (Mason’s going-away 
gown and hat were white, the hat 
being trimmed with pink roses. The 
groom's regiment, the Royal Grena- 
diers, presented Major Mason with a 
handsome gold clock. Colonel and 
Mrs. Otter, Colonel Stimson, Colonel 
and Mrs. Pellatt, Colonel and Mrs. 
Bruce, Miss Elsie Mortimer Clark, 
Colonel and Mrs. Mason, were at the 
reception, which was an ideal function. 


Trinity College was the Mecca of 
many a joyous pilgrim on Wednesday 
afternoon, and such a gathering as 
was to be seen on the south lawn in 





for 


OWLERS 
week arranging 
and making preparations 
the coming sixteenth annual 
tournament of the Ontario 
° Lawn Bowling Association, 
which will take place July 5 on the 


lawn of the Queen’s Royal, Niagara- 
on-the-Lake, commencing at 10 
Entries for rink competitions 
Saturday, 
dressed to Q. 
street east. 
A number of the executive visited the 
last, 
for 
The 
Birley 
sufficient 
will be in 
players 
complain of. 


a.m. 
close on 
July 2, and should be 
D. McCulloch, 


ad- 
72 Queen 


Queen's Royal lawn on 
and completed full arrangements 
the holding of the tournament. 

green is in charge of Care 
of the 
guarantee 
condition and 
nothing to 
applications 


Tuesday 





aker 
Granites, which is a 
that it 
that 





tip-top 
will have 
Already the 
for rooms at the Queen's 
Royal far exceed those of 
years and everything 
most successful 
career of the 

During 


previous 
points to 
tournament in 
Association, 
the afternoon the president, 
Mr. J. McCarron, challenged the vice- 
president, Mr. George R. Hargraft, to 
a game, and the following rinks were 
chosen: 
R. Moon, J. B. McKay, 
J. H. Burns, J. S. Dority, 
Q. D. McCulloch, E. T. Lightbourn, 
J. McCarron.....22G. R. Hargraft..19 
The game had its amusing episodes. 
Mr. Burns undertook to bowl with a 
bias of 7 and 8 with a most extraordin- 
ary result. Mr. Dority was conspicu- 
ous by his ability to kick in the bowls 
when the score was against 
priving his opponents in one instance 
of at least three shots. The president 
contented himself with a pair of bowls, 
had a blind eye, 
happy tendency of 
ing out his opponent’s shot, and Mr. 
McKay, while relating one of his 
many entertaining stories, in his forget- 
fulness pocketed one of his opponent's 


the 
the 


de- 


him, 


but 
tak- 


one of which 
which had a 





bowls. Mr. Lightbourn, in his efforts 
to run the jack, smashed a hole in 
the side of the barn large enough to 


have been the result of Admiral Togo’s 
blockade of the Port Arthur Russian 
fleet. However, as the score shows, 
the president was victorious, owing t 


the superb bowling of his first and 
third players. 

The Toronto Victorias visited the 
Hamilton Thistles on Saturday last 


and administered the first defeat to the 


Ambitious City club during the many 
years of the friendly rivalry between 
these well-knewn clubs. The Vic's 


feel very “cocky,” as our friend Dick 
Kearns would say, over the result. 
LUNA. 





Every yard of genuine 
“ Cravenette ” 
bears this Trade Marl. 


It is a mark of quality—a }.0- 
tection against inferior goods. 
Always look for it. At all dealers. 
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The most Picturesque S 


and picturesque walks. 


A | 


Fishing (Bass, Trout, 


from Toronto. 


For information and _ booklet 


George St., Toronto. 
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CAMP TEMAGAMI 
4A SUMMER CAMP FOR BOYS 
SITUATED IN THE TEMAGAMI FOREST 
SPLENDID FISHING 


SWIMMING, 


RESERVE, 


CANOEING AND EXPLORING, 





capable supervision. 


Illustrated booklet on application. 


Address, 
ARTHUR L. COCHRANE 
Temagami P.O., Ont. 


on Lakes Couchiching 


a 

ORILi! & and Simcoe ——— 
Canada’s Great Summer Resort Town 

All the health advantages of the summer 
town. Fishing, Boating, etc., and only 
2% hours by fast train from Toronto. 
Good board in hotelsand private families. 
For folder write Board of Trade, Orillia. 


A SUMMER HOME 

Fern Cottage, Lake Couchiching 
First-class 
number of 
fresh, airy, invigorating. 
per week, Special for party. 
once for details to 


WwW. W. 





limited 
clean, 


accommodation for 
guests. Everything 
Write at 


McBAIN, Orillia, Ont. 





British Lion Hotel &r2cbridge 


Muskoka, 


Mrs. Sibbett desires to inform Toront ids, 













and new, that this hotel is now 
proprietorship, and guests may rely v 

being done to ensure their fort during the 
Summer Vacation Season Terms $4.5 





week. Address Mrs, bett as above, for further 


Bala, Muskoka 
Resslawn Ledge, Comfortable Private Board- 
ing House. Airy rooms. Excellent table. Good 
Boating, Bathing, Fishing, Tennis, Croquet, etc 
Convenient to Post Office and wharf. Rates, $8 per 
week, Write T. Burgess, Bala, 
cei leis isieteeeeeeeemeietamerietsiniipanaeeetiatetaaeaniia 


TUCKER SCHIOL OF EXPRESSION 


and Psycho-Physical Economics 
Founded 1839. of Cleveland, Ohio. 
Open a Summer School in the Normal Bldg., Gould 
Street, Toronto, Ontario, July sth. 
ANNA T. TUCKER. RALPH EVANS SMITH, 
President and Founder, Director. 


The branches taught will 


Elocution, Oratory, English Literature, Voca! Ex 
Extempore Speech, Voice Training, 


neat 


*hilosophy of Expression and Ethics, Speech Defects, 
Corrective 


such as Stammering, Stuttering, and 
Gymnastics for Spinal Difficulties a specialty 
Children’s classes and private coac 
For further particulars 





address 


TUCKER. care James L. Hughes, City Hall, 
Toronto, Ontario 
Note - Mrs. Tucker refers by courtesy to James L. 


Hughes and Hon. G. W. Ross. 








Supplies for the 


Cottage, Cru 
a Specialty at 


Send roc. for a 120 page illustrated ** Camper's 





The 
Minnicoganashene 


among the 30,000 Islands of the Georgian Bay, 
Ontario, with three miles of wooded coast line 


Pike and Whitefish), Boating and Canoeing, 
Sailing, Bathing—unsurpassed. 


System, cottageplan. Main house contains smoking 
and drawing-room, lavatories and bath-rooms. 
Gas and water everywhere. 


apply The Minnicoganashene, 
Georgian Bay, Ontario, or Mrs. Halliwell, Manager, 74 St. 


Rates $7 to $10 } 


be Psycho-Physical Culture, 


' 
S. ANNA T. Lit by acetyle zg 





ummer Resort situated 
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Maskinonge, Pickerel, 


Less than 4 hours 


a 


[_ 








CANADA'S SUMMER HOTEL 


'The Penetanguishene 


On the Famous Georgian Bay, 
Penetang, Ont. 
30 Acres of Beautiful Park 
| Bowling Green Finest in Canada. 
Fishing the best in Canadian Waters. 
| Boating. Orchestra. 
\WRIT E FOR BOOKLET. 


‘luntsvlle Sanitarium and Rest Home 


NEW, SUPERBI 


Bathing. 








the west bank 


Cc 






sY LOCATED on 
All M r 





iskoka R 
ances. R 

Id bath 
yreeze baths, z 
J. W. HART, M.D 
it, Huntsville, Ont., for 


2 
































"Mid Ontario's 
Highland Lakes 










A homelike resort w 
grounds; at the junc Couchiching and 
Simeoe. Boating, t ba ig, bowling, croquet, 
Saw ariving, etc. For booklet and rates, address N. S. TARR 


is Atherley-nea.r-Orillia, Ontario. 


Peter i [RN .. 
FIELD'S CROSSING, GEORGIAN BAY 
@PENS JUNE 15tn. 
Fine beach, bathing, boating, groves, 
excellent table. Terms, apply 
DELPHI InN, Camperdown P.O., ONTARIO 


PYMS NEW HOTEL 
HUNTSVILLE, MUSKOKA. 
UP-TO-DATE in all ppointmen 
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Swings, Quoits, 
Acetylene Gas. 

$ro per week. 
Stroup, Pr 







Terms, $& to 
Write R. 





a he Queen's NIAGARA 
Royal Hotel [age 
WINNETF & THOMPSON, Proprietors. 
| .. NOW QPENED FOR BUSINESS .. 
; Special rates for June 
New Casino, New Golf Links 
and greatly improved in every way. 


L. M. BOOMER, Manager. 





Windermere House, Windermere 
1 Lake Rosseau, Muskoka. 
| Windermere House stands on af 
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llichie’s, 7 King St. West 


Manual 





Judges, Lawyers, Doctors, 
Ministers and especially the Ladies 
are delighted with 


MRS. MEYER’S 
FISH MEALS... 


served daily at the Lake Shore 

Parlors at Sunnyside. 

For particulars, telephone to 
Park 905. 





coca nsec inenrnrennrea neediest eecma anes nee 


PRESCRIPTION 


CARNAHAN’S ai: sues 


Only graduated Druggists employed. 
Prescriptions promptly delivered to 
any part of the city. 


W. J. A. & HL CARNAHAN, 


Carlton and Church, & East Toronto 
Telephone Main 2196 and Beach 18. 
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CANADIAN 


$6.85 DETROIT 








and Return 
from TORONTO 


Good going July 6, 7,8; 
Returning until July 12th. 








ominion Day 


SINGLE FARE. 


Good going June 30th, July Ist; 
Returning July 4th. 
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Vacation 
Questions 
Answered 


When planning 
your vacation, ques- 
tions will ariseas to 
what is the neces- 
sary baggage. 

This is not easily 
settled at home and 
if you would make 
it a point to come 
and see our im- 
mense stock of 


Traveling Goods 


it would not take 
long to decide what 
you require. 


If you live out oftown CATALOGUE ‘‘S” will show 


you goods that we sell that are not sold elsewhere. 


We pay express charges in Ontario on all Traveling 
and Leather Goods. 


o4e Julian Sale 
Leather Goods Co., 


Limited | 


105 King St. West, Toronto. 








TOLTON’S 


Stands for all that 1s good in 
Shirt- Shirts. 5° Order your hot- 
— weather Shirtsnow. *» A %® 


Materials 
Reauced 


Special HARRY TOLTON, 


Discount 68 King Street West. 


Rhens 


.. Natural Mineral Water .’. 








Bottled at the “Rhens” Spring 
in Germany—Rhens on the Rhine. 


. FOR SALE AT 


Bingham’s Palm Garden 


AND LEADING HOTELS 


pall 
































| An Irishman had resigned his job 
TORONTO paeeere times to better himself, and 
t e wher he returned venni- 
SCHOOL OF PHYSICAL CULTUR | Tess, pea A ne Eo 
AND EXPRESSION B | “Pat.” said a friend, afte® an allu- 
SIMPSON HALL 734 YONGE ST. } sion to the kind and forbearing treat- 
ment he had received, “you can’t do 
se z = ee too much for that emplover fF yours.” 
General Classes and Teachers’ Course Pat ae aaa 1 lig a chs - i occas 

Re-open October Ist. will I _ ae 
= . s What ar x to do this sum- 
Private Recreative and Curative Work | mer? ‘ anna Aanided 
arranged for at Gymnasium during July | Whet! » to St. Louis for two days 

~ - OF" te shore for a month.” 
and August. Chicag ing Post.” 











Novi-Modi is showing ex- 
clusive, charming styles in 
Women’s Summer Costumes. 
The designs are reproduced 
from the latest productions of 
New York and Paris. The 
materials are the newest the 
looms have turned out. We 
would like to have you call 
and examine these cos- 
tumes — you’re welcome 
to look whenever you 
will, 

Prices from $5.00 up- 
wards, 


A. Cornwell, Agent 


Wardrobe, 
1Oy WeeKing st, Loronto 
formerly Yonge and Gerrard Sts. P 


hone, Main 158 





































































TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


SOCIETY= 


Dr. John Hoskin, upon whom a de- 
gree was conferred by Trinity College 
on Wednesday, made a very able and 
wise speech of acknowledgment on the 
honor. He accepted the honor as the 
expression of the appreciation of the 
services rendered by his colleagues as 
much as of his own in bringing the 
federation of Trinity and Varsity to 
completion, Dr. Hoskin is chairman of 
the Board of Trustees of the University 
of Toronto, and as such was chosen 
chairman of a joint committee from 
Trinity and Toronto. He noticed most 
graciously the special self-denial of 
the medical men during the negotia- 
tions, the respective deans, Temple and 
Reeve, having given up large emolu- 
ments to further the amalgamation of 
the two schools of medicine, and also 
eulogized Provost Macklem for his 
faithful labor of love in the same cause. 


Further, the speaker commented 
upon the increased expenses of 
various extended studies, new 


buildings and the residence, and 
while gratefully acknowledging the 
aroused interest and generosity of the 
Government, which has lately glad- 
dened the hearts of Varsity people, 
asked, confident of the Government’s 
favorable response, for the necessary 
funds for the new Physics building and 
woman’s residence. Dr. Hoskin made 
the following point: 


‘Let me correct a very common error 
which exists, and that in the minds of 
some of the members of the Legisla- 
ture, namely, that the University is a 
Toronto institution, created and exist- 
ing for the benefit of the sons and 
daughters of Toronto. Such is not the 
case—it is essentially a farmer’s univer- 
sity. Of the students now in attend- 
ance, 2,135, nearly 1,700 are from the 
country, and to this fact I desire to 
draw the attention of the country mem- 
bers, with the object of enlisting their 
co-operation in supporting the efforts 
of the Government adequately to main- 
tain the Provincial University of which 
this province has just reason to_ be 
proud. And I would urge that if the 
University is to keep abreast of the 
times, especially in the matter of 
science—to hold its own amidst the uni- 
versities of this continent—the Legis- 
lature must lend a willing and re- 
sponsive ear—which the Government 
has always done—to the very pressing 
but always modest demands of the trus- 
tees, whose duties in this respect are 
not of a rose-bed character except in 
their thorny aspect. Nothing indi- 
cates its progress in a greater degree 
than do matters of federation and affiii- 
ation. Many educational institutions 
are affiliated and others are seeking to 
be, and as to the federated colleges, 
they are Victoria, Knox, Wycliffe, St. 
Michael's, and now Trinity. May I be 
pardoned for saying in passing that the 
University being now surrounded, sup- 
ported, shielded and guided by these 
religious institutions, should itself be 
regarded as a Godly one. The maxim, 
‘Noscitur ex socio qui non cognositur 
ex se,’ will be applicable. 

. 


“I have much pleasure in bearing 
willing testimony that all concerned— 
the Government, the trustees, the Sen- 
ate and the staff—are very much in 
earnest in promoting the advancement 
and welfare of the University around 
which these federated colleges and 
affiliated institutions have gathered— 
and none more so than the staff, who, 
one and all, the president, vice-presi- 
dent and others, take a deep and prac- 
tical interest in promoting its welfare— 
in which Trinity, Mr. Vice-Chancellor, 
is now vitally concerned—and I unhesi- 
tatingly say that in no university on 
this continent does there exist a more 
efficient and zealous staff than that of 
the University of Toronto, a body of 
men, by the way, who, while they re- 
ceive all we can give them, are inade- 
quately remunerated for the services 
they render.” 

« 


Mrs. Goldwin Smith entertained on 
Wednesday afternoon at the Grange, 
Which historic home never looked more 
beautiful than on that occasion, As 
we went to press a day earlier than 
usual this week, on account of the holi- 
day, I have been obliged to leave many 
interesting events unrecorded. 


* 
A correspondent writes: “The annual 
spring regatta of the Canoe Club is an 


event to which the younger set of the 
city always look forward with much 
interest, and the one held last Satur- 
day was no exception, Uptown the 
residents who taboo canoeing sweltered 
under the hot rays of a late June after- 
noon. Down at the Canoe Club the 
breeze was cool and refreshing, and the 
broad expanse of the bay faded away 
into the tree-covered water-line at the 
Island. Dinghies and canoes flitted 
here and there, and the friends of the 
club spent an enjoyable time. After 
the afternoon's sports refreshments 
were served in the gymnasium up- 
stairs, and in the evening 
dancing was indulged in. Among those 
present were: The Commodore and Mrs. 
E. E. King, Mr. and Mrs. G. R. Baker, 
Mr. and Mrs. Blackhall, Mr. and Mrs. 
W.cC. Brent, Mr. and Mrs. G. R. Kelsey, 
Mrs. Sullivan, Mr. and Mrs. Wilcox, 
Mr. and Mrs. T. H. Durham, Mr. and 
Mrs, W. Miles, Mrs. R. S. Dill, Mrs. 
George Wilkie, Mrs. A. L. Young, Mrs. 
Hesson, Miss Stephens, Miss Piper, 
Miss Husband, Misses Carrie, Mr. and 
Mrs. Millsap, Miss Buffy, Miss Pearl 
Gay, Mrs. A. R. Gay, Miss Milne, Misses 
Dudley, Miss C. Hickson, Mrs. F, Cul- 
verwell of Baltimore, Md., Mrs. L. 
Hewitt, Mrs. Stovel of New York, Miss 
Somerville, Misses Leavens, Miss Bertha 
Wilson, Miss Florence McBeth, Miss 
Bessie Bonsall, Miss Dill, Miss Whit- 
ten, Miss Bowerman, Misses Gallagher, 
Miss Evans, Mrs. Hunt, Misses Leith, 
Misses Wyndow, Miss Ethel Ryan, Miss 
Josephine’ Blatchly, Misses Blight, 
Miss Farrell, Miss Graham of Colum- 
bus, Ohio, Miss Ruth May, Mr. Alex. 
Robertson, Mr. J. Gay, Vice-Commo- 
dore Muirhead, Mr. A. W. Hutchison, 
Mr. A. J. Savage, Mr. L. Wickens, Mr. 
W. R. Somerville, Mr. C. R. Robertson, 
Mr. E. Ryan, Mr. Richard Bonsall, Mr. 
George Hendry, Mr. Sherman, Mr. 
W. McQuillan, Mr. Cecil Jenkins, and 
many others.” 





- 





1,000 Islands, Montreal and Sea Coast. 





Tourists who desire the beautiful 
trip through the 1,000 Islands and 
Rapids of the St. Lawrence are ad- 
vised to take the Pullman sleeper on 


the 10.30 p.m. train to Kingston wharf 
and at 6.00 p.m. go aboard the R. & 
©. Navigation Company's. steamers, 
reaching Montreal at 6.30 p.m., in time 
for evening trains for Quebec, Port- 


land or Old Orchard, 

Mr. J. W. Ryder, city passenger 
agent Grand Trunk Railway, north- 
west corner King and Yongé streets, 
will give all information, make reser- 
vations, etc. 


The Conservatory Commencement. 





The commencement exercises of the 
Toronto Conservatory of Music were 
held Tuesday night in their beautiful 
concert hall, which was crowded to 
overflowing. His Honor the Lieuten- 
ant-Governor, who was accompanied by 
Mrs. Mortimer Clark, addressed the 
graduates in a most felicitous manner, 
after which he presented the diplomas 
to the successful students. The con- 
cert which preceded the presentation 
did honor to the occasion, and those 
who contributed gave ample proof of 
the hard and arduous studies which 
they had applied, and an appreciative 
audience was lavish in praises. Flowers 
were in abunaance and harmonized ex- 
ceedingly welt with the beautiful young 
ladies who were the recipients. 

List of graduates: 

Pianoforte (artists’ course)—Miss 
Dora M. Dowler, Toronto; Miss Jessie 
Elliot, Albert College, Belleville; Miss 
Berta U. Holmes, Nassau, N. P., Ba- 
hamas; Miss Daisy Ena Husband, Con- 
servatory of Music, Hamilton; Miss 
Laura D. LaVoie, Albert College, Belle- 
ville; Miss Agnes St, Charles, Albert 
College, Belleville; Miss Ada Snider, St. 
Jacobs; Miss M. Adele Thompson, Dut- 
ton. Pianoforte (teachers’ course)— 
Miss Katie Foy Creenan, Toronto; Miss 
Edith Ray Dafoe, Napanee; Miss Mar- 
garet M. Fraser, Embro; Miss Rose 
Kitchen, Toronto; Miss Lily Lawson, 
Toronto; Miss Marth Leslie, George- 
tcwn; Miss Edith Penhall, Atwood; Mr. 
William J. Pitman, Toronto. Organ— 
Miss Edith Ray Dafoe, Napanee. Violin 
—Miss Florence Kitchen, Toronto; Miss 
Rachel E. McQuay, Sunnidale Corners. 
Vocal—Miss E. Muriel Bickell, Toronto; 
Mr. Arthur G. Ede, Woodstock; Miss 
M. Elda Flett, Wiarton; Miss Minnie 
Michaelis, Ontario Ladies’ College, 
Whitby; Miss Mabel E. Penny, To- 
ronto; Miss I. Constance Tandy, Kings- 
ton. Theory—Miss H. May Jupp, To- 
ronto;: Mr. John Agar Stokes, Toronto 
Junction; Miss Helen M. A. Strong, 
Galt. 


A Beautiful Book on the World’s Fair 








On application to J. D. MeDonald, 
district passenger agent, Grand Trunk 
Railway, Toronto. This publication 
contains 48 pages of descriptive mat- 
ter and illustrations regarding the 
great $50,000,000 Exposition, and _ is 
without doubt the most artistic book- 
let that has yet been issued in con- 
nection with the Fair. 








Recuperate at 
Cook’s Turkish Baths. 





When the discomfort and lassitude of 
a sultry, “sticky” day have sapped your 
energies and wilted your vim, come to 
Cook’s Turkish Baths and get toned up. 


Cook's system will drain out the decom- 
posing, devitalizing perspiration, open 
the pores to vigorous action and do what 
no other Turkish bath can, fill the body 
with energizing, fresh ozone. 


No other Turkish Bath has the modern 
oxygen supplying apparatus by which 
Cook’s is ventilated. 


Comfortable all-night sleeping accom- 


modations. An appetizing supper served 
in the cooling rooms. 

Prices, 6 to 9 p.m., 75c. Before 6 p.m., 
during the day, or all night, including 
bed, $1.00. 


Cook’s Turkish Baths 


202-204 King Street West, Toronto 





Cuas. PoTTER - - 85 YONGE ST. 
PHOTOGRAPHIC DEPARTMENT 


AT POTTER'S 


The only Yonge Street Depot 
for the Kodsk and Kodak sup- 


plies, films and_ sensitive 
papers. 

The Kodak Catalogue for 1904 
may be had for the asking—an 
illustrated news letter of all 
that is new and good in photo- 
graphy. 

I have also a price list for 
developing and printing— it 
may be of interest to you. 


C. B. PETRY, Proprietor. 








CONLAN BROS. 


Artisticu* Home. Decorators 





We can show you effects 
never thought of before and at 

| a moderate price too. If you 
intend Decorating, if only one 
room, call or send to see what 
we are doing and for whom, 


28 ADELAIDE ST. WEST 
pitio Saturday Night Psitere 
Building mt. step 


M, 4031. 


Sanitary Mattress. 


Thousands of Delighted users 
testify as to its Comfortable, 
Heaithy and Durable qualities. 


It never sags. Get one and rest, 
See it at Simpson's. 


Toronto. London, Ohicago. 








July 2, 1904 : 







PHOTOGRAPHS 


POSITIVELY AT COST! 


During July and August 


90 Out of Every 100 


of our customers are out of the city at the seaside or other summer 
resorts. And in order to keep our 


14 Specialists Employed 
we have decided as in former years to make a reduction of 


25 per cent. Actual Cost 


Please remember on and after Sept. Ist, as heretofore, the slightest 
reduction will not be considered. 


FREDERICK LYONDE 


101 King Street West. 































































Hair dresser free of charge. 





LOUIS XV. CEILING LIGHT 
Finished in Satin Gold. Price 46.00. 


a 
_— 


Att those interested in improving the lighting effects 
in their homes are cordially invited by the man- 4 
agement of the Toronto Electric Light Company to call 
and see the magnificent display of beautiful designs in ' 
all kinds of electric fittings in their Art Show Rooms. 


Many of the most celebrated English and American , 
designers and manufacturers of electric fixtures are there ) 
l 


represented. Among others might be mentioned Best i 
& Lloyd, of Birmingham; Mitchell, Vance & Co., of 
New York ; Horn & Brannen Co., of Philadelphia, and 
Lawrence Fixture Co., of Philadelphia. 


saci 


Our showrooms are open to visitors at all times during business hours. 


Toronto Electric 








The Cradle, Altar and the Tomb. Deaths 
O'Maller—June 2%, Toronto, John O’Mal- 
° ey, aged 80 years. ; 
Births Black—June 2%, Toronto, Joseph Black, | 

Blackwood—June 21, Toronto, Mrs. Henry aged 1) years. 
Price Blackwood, a daughter. Bogel-june &, Toronto, Garnet Percival | 
Maciaren—June 28, Toronto, Mrs. Wallace Drckantaiee 28 Giiwe Mrs. Anne } 
. Maclaren, a son. ‘1 .. aa. q 

Parmenter—June 28, Toronto, Mrs. Frank Merriman Brabant, aged 87 years 3 1) 


months. 
Campbell—Suddenly, June %4, New York, 
Jack W. Campbell. 
Coupland—June 27, Toronto, Margaret 
Burnet Owen Coupland, aged 86 years. 
Dykeman—June 28, Toronto, Angus Dyke- 
man, aged 49 years. 
James—June 27, Toronto, William Henry 
James, aged 63 years. 
Kennedy--June %, Toronto, Ex-Mayor 
Warring Kennedy, aged 76 years. 


Dewart Parmenter, a son. 
Riordon—June 27, St.’ Catharines, Mrs. 
Carl C. Riordon, a daughter. 





Marriages 

Alexander—Preston—May 17, London, 
England, Evelyn Preston to E. ; 
Alexander. 

Morice—Macdonald—June 2, 
Kate Macdonald to J. 
Morice. 

Macdonald—Sturrock—June 25, Toronto, 
Laura Sturrock to John Stuart Mac- 
donald. 

McMichael—Howden—June 27, Toronto, 
Emma Dora Howden to A. Forester 
McMichael. 

Perry—Plaskett—June 27, Toronto, Bessie 
Florence Plaskett to Pringle Kerr 


Toronto, 
Albert R. 


J. YOUNG ‘Avex. mittarey 


The Leading Undertaker 
359 Yonge Street Phone M. 675. 





Perry. 

Shaw—McCall—June 22, 
McCall to E. M. Shaw. 

Sheffield—Smart—June 27, ‘‘Oakholme,” 
Toronto Junction, Eva Smart to Wal- 
ter C. Sheffield, 

Strathy—Kirkpatrick—June 2%, Toronto, 
Mabel Theodora Kirkpatrick to Ger- 
ard Brakenridge Strathy. 


Wooler, Elsie 








